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Rules and Direftions, which maya 


ble Gentlemen and Ladits to Sing a- 
grceably. 


HOUGH the fit 
Requiſite to make an 


988 T 24 accompliflfd Singer 


is a fine Voice, yet 
an indifferent Voice, 
by the Helps of Tae 
and Manner, will give more Pleaſure 
than the fine Voice without them, 
"Tis not merely ſinging in Time and 
Tune; but there muſt be an Eaſe 
2nd Elegance, which may be im- 
prov'd by the ſubſequent Rules. 


A RULE. 


Lü! 


KULE I. 


. WETEE be aſk'd twice tr 
[24 ſing ; for to be over ſqueami 

in that Particular ſavours of i 
Breeding and ill Manners, and is 
impolitic too: For tis always dan- 
gerous to raiſe an Expectation be- 
vond the Scale of Satisfaction; which 
| ee I hope, will be an in- 
fallible Cure for all fictitious Colds, 


Han Want of Practice, Sc. 


RULE II. 


As Poetry and Muſic are Siſter- 
; Arts, they certainly ought not 
to be Enemies to cach other ; it is 
therefore abſolutely neceſlary that 
Ladies and Gentlemen ſhould ſing 
diſtinctly and intelligibly, ſo that the 
Words may be comprehended, and 
that the Senſe 1s not quaver'd away 
by the . 


9 


*** 


| A . is a Satiety in all Things, 


thing, it is highly requiſite to know 
when to finiſh with Grace; for tho? 
it is bad to be aſk'd twice to ling, 


RULE III. 


A it is the buſineſs of the Com- 
poſer to make che Sound an E- 

o to the Senſe, ſo it is the Buſi- 
neſs of the Singer alſo, with this 
Addition, that his Geſture, as well 


as his Voice, be accordant to * 
Note. 


RULE IV. 


or (to uſe the vulgar Phraſe, as 
too much of one Thing is good for no- 


it is ſtill worſe to be aſk'd once to 
hold your Peace. 


T ſhall conclude theſe Inſtructions 
with Mr. Pentweazle's Tranſlation 


of a few Lines in the firſt Book of 
A2 Horace, 


Li 


Horace, which are a Satire on the 
Singers of his Time: 


Nay *tis the ſame with all the Conan 
Crew, 

Of ſinging Men, and ſinging Womentoo ; 

Do they not ſet their Cat-calls up of 

_ courſe? 

The King himſelf might aſk them till 
he's hoarſe : 

But would you ſplit their Windppes 
and their Lungs, - 

The fureſt WW, ay 's to bid them bold FAY | 
8 
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* 
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SONG I 
The Laſs of the Mill. Sung by Mr. Beard. 
H O has e'er been at Badlock muſt 


needs know the mull, | 
At the fign of the Horſe, at the foot of the 
hi, 


Where the grave and the gay, the clown and 


the beau, 
Without all diſtinction promi ſcuoully gos 
Where the grave, &c-· 


This man of the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 

With fo pleafing a ſhape and ſ» winning an air 3 

'That once on the ever-green bank as'ſhe ſtood, 

I'd a fwore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the 
flood. , 
That once, &e 


But looking again I perceiv'd my miſtake, 
For Venus, tho fair, bas the look of « rake 5 
| A 3 While. 


* 8 


Pe 


While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill 
The more beautiful looks of the laſs of the mill · 
While nothing but virtue, &c- 


Prometheus ſtole fire, as the poets all ſay, 
To enliven that maſs which be modell'd of 


clay ; | 

But had Polly been with him the beam: of hep 
eyes 

Would have ſav'd him the trouble of robbiug 


the skies. | 


| But had Polly, &ec. 


Since ficſt I beheld this dear laſs of the mill, 
I can ne'er be at quiet, but do what I will, 
All the day and all night I figh and think ſtill 
I ſhall die if Phave not this laſs of the mill- 
All the day, &c» 


SONG 2. 


H E women all tell me I'm falſe to my 


5 { laſs 
. I quit my poor Cloe and tick to my glaſs. 3 


* 


. 


ut to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own, 
| nit you don't like em, why, let 'em alone» 
Altho' I have left her, the truth I'll declare, 
1 believe ſhe was good, and I'm fure the was 
fair; | 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe» 


My Cloe had dimples and ſiniles J muſt own, 
But tho“ the could ſmile, yet in truth the 
could frown: | But 


s 


C 


171 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor di vine, 
Did you c'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine ? 


Her lillies aud roſes were juſt in their prime, 
Vet lillies and roſes are conquer d by time; 
But in wine trom its age ſuch a bencfit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me my love would in time have 
been cloy'd, - 

And that beauty 's inſipid when once tis en- 
joy'd 3 : 

But in wine I both time and enjoyment defyÞ 

For the longer I drink the more thirſty am 1. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon ri vais in | "ie : 
But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival con- 


tends, 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are 
friends. a 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life, 

With nurſes, and babies, am {qualling, and 
ſtrife: ; | | 

But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, 


And a big-bellied bottle's a mighty good things 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage, 

It brings on diſeaſes aud haſtens old age 

But wine from grim death can it's votaries ſave, 

And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in 
the grave · | 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 
She had left me to get an eſtate or a lord; 


ut 


[8] 


But my bumper, regarding nor title, nor pelf, 
Will ſtand by me while I can't ſtand by my- 
ſelf. 


Then let my dear Cloe no longer complain; 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts L 


ſpy : h 
Should you doubt what I ſay——take a bum- 
per and try- | 


* SONG 3. 


HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella 
was ſeen, 

He lightly regarded her air and her mein; 
The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend : 
From friendſhip, not paflion, his raptures did 
move, 
And the ſwain bragg d his heart was a ſtranger 
to love. | 


'New charms de diſcover'd, as more ſhe was 
known, 
Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own 5 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And O what dear virtues beam'd forth in her 
mind : 
Still, ſtill for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Till 0 ſigh gave the omen, and fhew'd it was 
ove . 


fair, 
Now, head to be conquer'd, he fighs or the 


ul! to all pleaſure, but being with ber; 
He's 


Grows 


— 


[9] 


He's mute, till his heart-ſtrings are ready to 


break, * 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak; 


And wanders a willing example to prove, 


That friendſhip with woman 1s fiſter to love» 


A lover thus conquer'd can ne er give offence, 

Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a flave to her 
ſenſe ; 

His paſſion, not wrinkles, nor age can allay, 

Since founded on that which can never decay 3 

And time, that can beauty's ſhort empire re- 
move, 


Enereaſing her reaſon, encreaſes his love» 
SONG 4 


T OVE, when he ſaw my Fanny's faceg 
Wick wond”cous pafſion mov'd, — 
Forgot the care of human race, 
And found at laſt he lov'd: 
| And founu, &c. | 
Then to the god of ſoft deſire, 
His ſuit he thus addreſs d; 
I Fanny love——with mutual fire 
O touch her tender breaſt» 
1 Fanny love, &e· 


Y our fighs are hopeleſs, Cupid cries, 
TI lov'd the maid before; 
What, rival me the pow'r replies, 
Whom gods and men adore : 
Whom gods, &c. 


He graſp'd the bolt, he ſhook the ſprings 


Of his imperial throne 3 


While 


[ 10 ] 
While Cupid wav'd his roſy wings, 
And in a breath was gone. 


While Cupid, &c. 


O'er earth and ſeas the. godhead flew, 


Bur ſtill no ſhelter found, 
For as he fled his dangers grew, | | 
And light'ning flaſh'd around : 
Ana light ning, &c. 
At laſt his trembling fear impells 
His flight to Fanny's eyes; 


Where happy, ſafe and pleas'd, he dwellsg 


Nor minds his native skies 


Where happy, Cc. 
SONG 5 


A T St. Ofythe, by the mill, 
h 


There lives a lovely laſs ; 


ad I her /good will, 
How gaily bfe would paſs: 
No bold intruding care : 
My blifs ſhould e'er annoy, 
Her ſmiles would gild deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry joy. 


Like nature's rural ſcene, 
Her artleſs beauties charm, 
Like them, with joys ſerency 
Our wiſhing hearts they warm 3 
Her wit, with ſweetneſs crown'd, 
St:als ev'ry ſenſe away; 
The liſt 'ning ſwains around, 


Forget the ſhort'ning day · 


Health , 


Health, 


[ 171 1 

Health, freedom, wealth and eaſe, 
Without her taſtleſs are; 

She gives them pow'r to pleaſe, 


And makes em worth our care. 


Is there, ye fates, a bliſs 
Reſerv'd my future ſhare ? 

Indulgent, hear my wiſh, 
And grant it all in her» 


s 6. 


q T the brow of a hill a fair ſhepherdeſs 
h 


dwelt, 
vn pangs of ambition nor love e'er had 
elt; a 
A few ſobez maxims ſtill ran in her he 
That 'twas better to earn e er ſhe eat her brown 
bread ; 
That to riſe with the lark was conducive to 
health, 
And to folk in a cottage contentment was 
wealth. F 


Young Roger that liv'd in the valley below, 


Who at church and at market was reckon'd a 


beau; | 
Would oftentimes try o'er her heart to prevail, 
And would reſt on bis pitchfork to tell her his 
tale; | 
With his winning behaviour he ſo wrought on 
her heart, f 


That quite artleſs herſelf ſhe ſ ae no arts 


He flatter'd, proteſted, he kneel'd and implor'd, 
And would he with the grandeur and air of a 
lord 3 Her 


* 


[ 12 ] 
Her eyes he commended with language well 
dreſt 
And enlarg'd on the tortures he felt in his 
breaſt ; 
With his ſighs and his tears he ſo ſoften'd her 


mind, 15 
That in downright eompaſſion to love fhe 


inclin'd- 


* 
But as ſoon as he'd melted the ice of her breaſt, 
The heat of his paſſion that moment decreas'd ; 
And now he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
And boaſts of his conqueſt te Suſan and Nell; 
Tho' he ſees her but ſeldom, he's always in 
haſte, * f 
And whenever he mentions her makes her his 


jeſt. 
Take heed ye young virgins of Britain's gay 


Lilies 
How you venture your hearts for look or a 
ſmile ; | 
For young Cupid is artfyl, and virgins are frail, 
And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale 
Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all 
their skill, | 
But remember the laſs at the brow of the hill · 


SONG 7. 


Ol! lend me all your skill; 
choiceſt lays, that I may praiſe 
Dear Nanny of the hill; 

Dear Nanny, ſweet Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of the hill. 


\ SSIS T me ev'ry. tuneful bard, 
n 


'S in 


Sa 


Frail, 
ale; 


try all 
he Hill» 


How 


[1s] 

How gay the glitt'ring beam of morn, 
That gilds the chryſtal rill ; 

But far more brighr than morning light 
Shines. Nanny of the hill; 
Dear Nanny, ſhines Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of the Hill. 


The gayeſt flow'r ſo fair of late, 
The ev'ning damps will kill ; 


But ev'cy day more freſh and gay 


Blooms Nanny of the hill; 
Sweet Nanny, blooms Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of the hill. 


Old Time arreſts his rapid flight, 
And keeps his motion ſtill, 
Reſoly'd to ſpare a face ſo fair 
As Nanny's of the hill; 
Dear Nanny's, ſweet Nanny's, 
Dear Nanny's of the hill. 


To form my charmer, Nature has 
Exerted all her skill: 
Wit, beauty, truth, and roſy youth, 
Deck Nanny of the hill; 
Deck Nanny, ſweet Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of the hill. 


And now around the feſtive board, 
The jovial bumpers fill; | 
Each take his glaſs to my dear laſs, 
Sweet Nanny of the hill; | 
+ Dear Nanny, ſweet 1 FL 
Dear Nanny of the bill 3 
SONG 


* 


B 


-SONG 8. ; 


F love be a fault, and in me tho't a crime, 
Hew great my offence, bear me witneſs, O 
Time ! 1 N 4 
The days and the nights, and the hours, aas 
they roll'd, 1 
You know may be felt, but can never be told 
One day paſs'd away, and ſaw nothing but love, 
Another came on, and the ſame thing did prove; 
The ſun it grew tir'd ſtill to look on the ſame, 
But I grew more pleas'd when the next mo- 
ment came · 3 


* 


I faw you all day, and all day with new guſt, 
And yet ev'ry da was to me as the firſt; 
Thus fleeting time paſſes with down on its wings, 
And whilſt this remains reſt unenvy'd ye kings- 
If this be a crime, be my judges, ye fair, 
And if I muſt ſuffer for what is ſo rarg, 

True lovers hereafter this wonder ſhall tell, 
The cauſe of my death was for loving too wells 


SONG 9. 


DAMON ad SILVIA. 


Damon. * 


D** R Silvia no longer my paſſion de- 
or 


4+ 


{piſe, | 
arm thus with terror thoſe beautiful eyes z 
Nor arm, &c. 


- 


They beceme not. diſdain, but moſt charming 
would prove ; 


i 


2. 2 
If once they were ſoften'd with ſmiles and 


with love. | 


F once they were foftewd, &c- 


| StiEVIA- 
While I with a ſmile can each ſhepherd ſub- 
due 
o Damon I muſt not be ſoften'd by you 3 
O Damon, &c- . 


Nor fondly give up, in an unguarded hour, 
The pride of us women, unlimited powers 


The pride, &c. 


— Damon. . 

Tho' power, my dear, be to Deities given, 

Yet generous pity's the darling of heav'n 5 
Tet generong, &e. 


O then be that pity extended to me, 


I'll kneel and acknowledge no goddeſs but thee- 


Ell kneel, &c. 


| S11.vias 
Suppoſe to your ſuit I ſhould liſten awhile, - 
And only, for pity's ſake, grant you a ſmile ? 
Aud only, &c. | 


Damon. 


; Nay, ſtop not at that, but your kindneſs im- 


Ove, | 


And let gentle pity be ripen'd to love. 


And les, &c. 
T wr OY 
Well then, faithful ſwain, I'll examine my 


heart, 


| And, if it be poſſible, grant you a part: 


And, if is be, &e.· 
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„ fxg bk contrive me ſuch a cup 


[ 16 ] 


Damon. 


Now that's like yourſelf, like an angel expreſt, 
For grant me but part, and I' ſoon ſteal the 


reſt. 
| For grant me but part, &e. 


DverT'r. | ! 
Take heed, ye fair maids, and with caution be- 
heve 
For love's ai intruder, and apt to deceive 3 
For love's an intruder, &c- 


| When once the leaſt part the fly urchin has 


gain'd, 
You'll ne'er be at caſe till the wholt is obtain'd« 
In l neer be at caſe, &c+ N 


SONG 10. 


As Neſtor us d of old ; 


Try all your skill to trim it up 
And damask it round with zold- 1 


Make it fo large, when fill'd with punch 
Up to the ſwelling brim, 

Vaſt toaſts on the delicious lake, 
Like ſhips at ſea may ſwims 


Carve me thereon a curling vine, 
And add two lovely boys; | 
Whoſe limbs in amorous folds entwine; 


The types of future joys: 


Cupid and Bacchus my gods are, 


May love and wine Kill rcign 3 A 
With 


2 


eſt, 


With | 


[7] 


With wine T waſh away my care, 


And then to my love again · 
8 ON G1. 


E medley of mortals that make np this 

throng, | 
Spare your wit for a moment, and liſt to my 
ſong ; | 


What you would not expect here, my wit ſhall 


be new, 


And what is more ſtrange, every word ſhall be | 


true. | 
Sing tantararara, truth all, truth all, 
Sing tantarar ara, truth all. 


Not a toy in the place you buy cheaper t han 
mine; N 
Bring your jaffes to me, and you'll ſave all your 
coin; 
The ladies atone will pay dear for my skill, 
For if they will heat me, their tongues muſt 
lie ſtill 
Sing tantarera, mute all, &c- 


Tho? our revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and 
the wiſe 5 * pe n 

Yet they * ail day, what they ſeem to 
deſpi 23 1 1 7 

Examine mankind, from the great to the ſmall, 


+ Bach mortal's diſguis'd, and the world is a 


ball- 


Sing tantarara, matks all, &c. 


„„ The 
Bg c : 


n 
—  — 
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1181 | 
The parſon, brim-ful of October and grace, 
With/a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy 
face; 
Will rail at our doings—but when it is dark, 
The doctor's diſguis'd, and led home by the 
clerk» ; | 
Sing tantarara, & | 


The fierce roaring blade, with long ſword and 
cock d hat, 

Who with zounds! he did this, and d's-blood 
he'll do that; 

When he comes to his trial, he fails in his part, 

And proves that his looks were but masks to 
his heart · 

Sing tant arara, Ke. 


The beau acts the rake, and will talk of A- 
mours, 

Shews letters from wives, and appointments 
from whores ; 

But a creature ſo modeſt, avoids all diſgrace, 

For how would he blufh, ſhould he meet face 
to face ! 

Sing tantarara, &e- 


The courtiers and patriots, mongſt other fine 
things, | 
Will ol of their country, and love of their 
ings 3 
But their masks will drop eff, if you ſhake but 
| their pelt, 
And ſhew —— and country all centred in ſelf. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


With an out-fide of virtue, Miſs Squeamiſh 
she prude, It 


[ 19 ] 


If you touch her, ſhe faints ; if yen ſpeak, you 
are rude : | 
hus ſhe's prim and ſhe's coy till her blofſoms 
are gone, 
when mellew, ſhe's pluck'd by the coach- 
man, or John · 
Sing tantarara, &c-+ 


With a grave mask of wiſdom, ſay phyfic and 
law, 

In your caſe there's no fear, in your cauſe there's 
no flaw : 

Till Death and the Judge have decreed, they 
look big; 881 

Then you find you have truſted a full · bot 

tom d wig · 


Sing tantarura, &c . 


Thus life is no more than a round of deceit ; 


Each neighbour will find, that his next is & 
chear : 
But if, O ye mortals, theſe tricks ye purſue, 
You atlaſt cheat yourſelve and the Devil 
cheats you · 
Sing tantarara, &c · 


SONG 12. 


ATR and ſoft, and gay, an1 young, 
AL charms ! ſhe play'd, ſhe danc'd, ſhe 
ung 3 

There was no way to '{cape the dart, 

No care could guard a lover's heart : 

Ah! why, cry d I, and dropt a tear, 

Adoring, yet deſpairing e ler . 


- 


[ 20 ] 


To have her to myſelf alone, 
Was ſo much ſweetneſs made for one? 


But, growing bolder, in her ear 

J in fekt numbers told my care; 

She heard, and rais'd me from her feet, 

And ſeem'd to glow with equal heat: 

Like Heav'n, too mighty to expreſs, 

I My joys- could be but known by gueſs ; 
Ah fool, ſaid I, What have I done, 

| 


To wiſh her made for more than one! 


1 But long I had not been in view, 
{| Before her eyes. their beams withdrew 3 
Bt | E'er I had reckon'd half her charms 
* 118 She ſunk into another's arms : 
1 But ſhe that once could faithleſs be, 
ui - Will favour him no more than me; 
x 4 He too will find himſelf undone, 
1 And that ſhe was not made for one 


| 
1 
1 SONG 13. 


W © Gods of great honour, Bacchus and 
Apollo, 
One famous in muſic, the other in wine, 


Ft In heaven were raving, diſputiag and braving, 
8: |! ' Whoſe theme was the nobleſt and trade moſt 


14 divine: 

| 4 Your muſic, ſays Bacchus, would ſtun us and 
AF: ; > rack us, 

| Did claret not ſoften the diſcord You make 3 
Sonæs are not inviting, nor verſes delighting, 


| | ' Till poets of my gicat influence partake · 


I'm 


(ras! 
Im young, plump and jolly, free from melan- 
cholly, - . 
Who ever grew fat by the ſound of a ſtring ? 
Rogues doom d to a gibbet do often contribute 
To purchaſe a bottle before they dare ſwing: 
In love I am noted, by old and young courted, 
A girl when inſpired by me is ſoon uon; 
So great are the motions of one of my potions, 
'The Muſes, tho' maids, I could whore ev'ry 


ones 


When mortals are fretted, perplex'd or indebted, 
To me, as a father, for ſuccour they cry ; 
In their ſad conditions, I hear their petinons, 

A bottle revives the oppreſt votary: 
Then leave off your tooting, your fidling and 
fluting, | 
98 your Harp, and now bow to the 
flask ; 
My joys they are riper than ſongs from a piper, 
What — is rd than ſounding a as 


e this fellow is drunk ſure, or mel - 
OW, 
To prize muſic leſs than wine and oRober ; 
When thoſe who love drinking are paſt thoughts 
of thinking; 
And want ſo much wit as to keep themſelves 
ſober · | 
As they were thus wrangling, a ſcoiding and 
angling, 
Came buxom bright Venus, to end the diſpute 3 
Says ſhe, now to caſe ye, Mars beſt of all 
leas'd me 


When arm'd with a bottle, and charm'd with 
a flute 
Your 


[22] 


Your mnfic has' charm'd me, your wine has 
alarm'd me, 
When I have ſhew'd coyneſs and hard to be 
won 3 
When both have been moving I cou'd nat 
help loving, 
And wine has compleated what muſic be- 


gun · 6 
The Gods, ſtruck with wonder, vow'd both by 
Jove's thunder, 
They'd mutually join in ſupplying love's 
flame ; | 
Since each in their funRtion, mov'd on in con- 
junction, | 
To melt in ſoft pleaſures the amorous dame · 


SONG 14. 


OM E take your glaſs, the northern laſs 
So prettily advis d; 

I drank her health, and really was 

Agrecably furpriz'd : 
Her ſhape ſo neat, her voice ſo ſweet, 

Her air and mein fo free ; 
The Syren charm'd me from my meat, 

But take your glaſs, ſaid ſhe. 


If from the North ſuch beauty came, 
How is it that I feel 

Within my breaſt that glowing heat 

No tongue ean e'er reveal? 

Tho' cold and raw the north winds blow, 
All ſummer's on her breaſt ; | 

Her skin is like the driven ſnow, 
But ſunſhine all the reſt. 3 * 


„ ene iT A 


l 


- I N vain the force of female arms, 
h 
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Her heart may ſouthern climates melt, 
Tho! frozen now in ſeems ; 
That joy with pain be equal felt, 
And ballanc'd in extremes : 
Then like our genial wine fhe'll charm, 
With love, my panting breaft ; 
Me, like our ſun, her. heart ſhall warm, 
Be ice to all the reſt. 


SONG +5. 


HEN Sapphe ſtruck the quiv'ring wire, 

The throbbing breaſt was all on fire ; 
But when ſhe rais'd the vocal lay, 
The captive ſoul was charm'd away 


ut had the nymph poſſeſt with theſe 


Thy ſofter, chaſter power to pleaſe 3 


Thy beauteous air of ſprightly youth, 
Thy native ſmiles of artleſs truth. 


The worm of grief had never prey'd 
On the forſaken, love-fick maid ; 

Nor had ſhe mourn'd an hapleſs flame, 
Nor daſh'd oa rocks her tender frame · 


SONG 16. 


In vain their offer'd love | 
eir ſmiles, their air, nor all their charms, 
My paflion can remove: 
For all that's fair and good, I find 
In Cloe's form, in, Clec's mind. 


- 


Let 


[24] 
Let Celia all her wit diſplay, 
That glitters as it kills; 
My heart diſdains the feeble ray, 
Nor light nor heat it feels: | 
For all that's bright and gay I find 
In Cloe's form, in Cloe's mind - 


Fair Flavia ſhgaes in gems and gold, 
And uſes all her arts; 
Not richeſt chains my heart can hold, 
Unpiere d by diamond darts: 
For all that's rich and fair I find 
In Cloe's form, in Cloe's mind 


Thoſe notes, ſweet Mira, now give o'er, 
That once had pow'r to wound; 
When Clae ſpeaks they are no more, 
But mix with common ſound : - 
All grace, all harmony I find 
In Cloe's form, in Cloe's mind. 


SONG 17. 


E NEAT H a cypreſs grove 
Young Strephon ſought relief, 

4 he flowers around his head 

Pin'd, conſcious” of his gif: 
Fond, fooliſh wretch ! he cned, 

[ love, and yet deſpair z 
Purſue, tho” ſtill deny d 

By the too crue] fair. 


The Courtier asks a place, 
The failor tempts the ſea, 


The miſer begs increaſe; 


Love only governs me : : 


H. 


Nor 


[25] 
Nor honour, wealth nor fame, 
Can like ſoft tranſports move 3 
On earth tis bliſs ſupreme, 
And heav'n is but to love. | 


2 SONG 18. 
I Hope there's no ſoul, met᷑ over this bowl, 


But means honeſt ends to purſue 5; | 
ith the voice go the heart, and let's never 


depart | 
From the faith of an honeſt True Blue. 


For 3 and friends let us danm pri vate 
ends ö 
And keep old Britiſh virtue in view 3 
Defpiſing the tribe who are ſway d by a bribe, 
Be honeſt and ever True Blue. 


On the politic knave who ſtrives to enflave, 
. Whoſe ſchemes the whole nation may rue; 
On penſion and place, that curſed diſgrace, 
Turn your backs and be ſtaunch, be True 
Blue. 


With hounds and with horn, we will riſe in 


the morn, 
With vigour the fox to purſue; 
Corruption's the ery, we will chaſe till he die, 
"Tis worthy a Britiſh True Blue. 


Here's a health to all thoſe who do {lavery op- 


oſe, 
Ang — Trade both defend and renew; 
2 T 
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I 26] 
To each honeſt voice that concurs in the choire 
And ſupport of an honeſt True Blue. 


T ET thoſe that love Helicon fip at it's 


| [8 . ſtream 

[1m And, waken'd by water effeminate, dream; 

| j No aid I'll accept from a 3 muſe, 
j 


Come Bumper Bxcchus and toaſt the True Blues- 


! Ne death-dealing Hero's loud taunts I rchearſe, 

; No ighing poor Strephon ſhall whine in my 

| verſe ; 1 

To friendship, wit, freedom, this ſonnet is due, 
I name them all three when I roaſt a True Blue» 


2 Great Newton the ſcience of Viſion refin'd, 
| [ He, maſon-like, open'd new lights on mankind ; 
| 1 He examin'd each colour, and found by clear 
7 view, 
| One _ one unchang d, and he call'd it Trae 
lue. 


When the ſpring, velvet-budding, the face of 
earth blooms, | | 
And Flora's gay carpet creation perfumes z 
Fair Phœbus is pleas'd azure skies to look thro”, 
'The Somers are cleareſt when clouds are Trae 
lue · 


The goddeſs of Wiſdom, Minerva the mild, 
Ev'ry Art's great ptotect'reſs, and Fove's brain- 
rn child, 
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Kad eyes of ſuch luſtre they ſhot you quite 
| hey ſhot y * 


Cy 


Brisk and hardy, bold and free, 


[27] 
Ad thoſe 2 to her honour, were ſparkling 
True B 


Heroes, Stateſmen and Patriots, triumphantly 
wear 

The azure flant bandage, the breaſt · luſtred ſtar g 

To the nobleſt of knighthood this emblem i is 


due, 


The ribbon of honour is glorious True Blues 


This colour alone uncorrupted remains, 
Thro' the world *tis allow'd that Da Blue 


never ſtains 


Therefore each ſocial ſon always wears it in 
view, 


To ſhew that at heart he is honeſt True Blue» 
But could I as bright as my theme make my 


verſe, 


Like Sappho I'd warble, like Horace rehearſe 3 


But oh ! tis in vain, nothing more can i do 


Than drink off my bumper to every True Blues 
$0. 0 as. 


WAINS I ſcorn, who, nice and fair, 


Shiver at the morning, air; 
Be the man that's wade for me · 
Slaves to faſhion, ſlaves to dreſs, | 
Fops alone themſelves careſs; 


Let them without rival be, 
They are not the men for me. 


C > 


1 
He whoſe nervous arm can dart 
The javelin to the riger's heart 5 
From all ſenſe of danger free 


He's the man that's made for me · 


While his ſpeed outſtrips the wind, 
Looily wave 115 locks behind; 

From fantaltic foppery free, | 
He's the man that's made for me- 


Nor ſimpering ſmile, nor dimpled ſleek, 
Spoil his manly ſun-burnt cheek 5 
By weather let him painted be, 

He's the man that's made for me · 


If falſe be proves, my javelin can 
Revenge the perjury of man 3 

And ſoon another, brave as he, k 
Shall be found the man for me- : 


> O'NG 21; 


S Celadon once from his cottage did ſtray 
To court his dear Jugg on a hillock of 


hay 
Ws aukward eonfuſion oppreſs'd the poor 
wain, 


While thus he deliver'd his paſſion in pain · 


O joy of my life! and delight of my eyes, 
Sweet Jugg ! tis for thee that poor Celadon 
ies 3 : 
My pipe I've forſaken, tho' reckon'd ſo ſweet, 
And ſleeping or waking thy name I repeat · 


When 


K 


[ 29 ] 
When ſwains to an alehouſe by force do me lug, 
Inſtead of a pitcher I call for a jugg 3 
And ſure you can't chide at repeating your 
name, 


Woe nightingale every night does the 


Sweet Jugg he a hundred times o'er does rey 
peat 
Which makes people ſay that his voice is fo 


ſweet ; 


Ah! why doſt thou laugh at my ſorrowful 
tale ? 


Too well I'm afſur'd that my words won't pre- 
vail. 


For Roger the thatcher poſſeſſes thy breaſt, 
As he at our laſt harveſt ſupper confeſs'd ; 


I own it ſays Fngg, he has gotten my heart, 
His ſhor curling hair looks ſo pretty and ſmart 


His eyes are ſo black, and his cheeks are ſo 


red 3 | 


bel, —_— more with me than all you hav 
. 
Tho' you court me, and kiſs me, and do what 


you can, 


It ſignzfies nothing, for Roger's the man» 


SONG 22. 


S near Portobello lying, 

A On the gently-ſwelling flood, 
t midnight, with ſcreamers flying, 
Our triumphant navy rode ; | 

C3 There 


[ 30 ] 


There, while Vernon ſat all-glorious 


From the Spaniards late defeat, 
And his crew, with ſhouts victorious, 


Drank ſucceſs ro Englana's fleet · 


On a ſudden, ſhrilly founding, 
Hideous yells and ſhrieks were heard; 
Then each heart with fear con founding; 
A. ſad troop of ghoſts appear'd : 
All in dreary hammacks ſhrouded, 
Which for winding-ſheets. they wore ; 
Ard with looks by ſorrow clouded, 
* Frowning on that hoſtile ſhore. 


On them gleam'd the moon's wan luſtre, 
When the ſhade of Hoſter brave 

His pale band was ſeen to muſter 
' Riſing trom their watry grave: 

O'er the glim'ring waves he hied him, 
Where the Burford rear'd her ſail, 
With ten thouſand ghoſts befide him, 
And in groans did Vernon hail. 


Heed, oh heed, our fatal ſtory, 
I am Hoſier's injur'd ghoſt ; 
You who now have purchas'd glory 
At the place where I was loſt ; 
Tho' in Portobello's ruin 
You now triumph, free from fears, 
Yet, to hear of my undoing, 
You will mix your joys with tears - 


See theſe mournful ſpettres, ſweeping 
Ghaſtly o'er this hated wave, 


Whoſe wan cheeks are ſtain'd with weeping! 


Theſe were Engliſh captains brave 


Mark 


N 
C 


31.1. 

Mark thoſe numbers pale & borrid! 

Who were once my ſailers bold; 

Lo each hangs his drooping forchead 
Whilſt kis diſmal tale is told. 


I, by twenty ſail attended, | 

Did this Spaniſh town affright ; 
Nothing then it's wealth defended 
But the Orders Not to fight ! 
O that in the rolling ocean 

T had caſt them with diſdain, 
And obey'd my heart's warm motion, 
To have quell'd the pride of Hain. 


For refiſtance, I could fear none, 
But with twenty ſhips had done 
What thou brave and happy Vernon 
Didſt atchieve with fix alone: 

Then the Baſtimentos never 
Had our foul diſhonov; ſeen, 
Nor the ſea the ſad receiver 
Of theſe gallant men had been · 


Thus, like thee, proud Spain diſmay: g 
And her Galleons leading home, 
'Tho' condemn'd for diſsbeying 
I had met a traitor's doom ; 
To have fall'n, my country crying 
He has play'd an Engliſh part, 
Had been better far than dying 
Of a griev'd and broken heart» 


Unre ining at thy glory 
Thy ſucceſsful arms we kai 5 
1 But remember our ſad ſtory | 
And let Hoſier's wrongs prevail: 
ark | 
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1 
Sent on this foul crime to languiſh, 
Think- what thouſands fell in vain 
Waſted with diſeaſe and anguiſh, 
Not in glorious battle lain. 


Hence, with all thy train attending, 
From their oozy tombs below ; 
Through the hoary foam aſcending, 

Here I feed my conſtant woe; H 
Here, the Baſtimentos viewing, 
PE, recall our ſhameful doom z 

nd, our plaintive cries wr. 


Wander thro' the midnight ! 


: 1 
O'er theſe waves, for ever mourning, 4 
Shall we roam, depriv'd of reſt, ; 
If, to Britain's ſhores returning, 
You negle& my juſt requeſt : 


After this proud foe ſubduing, 


When your patriot friends you ſee 
Think on vengeance for my # ©, : i 1 
And for England, ſham'd in me» 


5 

SONG 23. 
JOHNNY JENNY'S. 
He. | 


T ET rakes for pleaſure range the town, 
And miſers | 49 on golden guineas z 
et plenty ſmile or fortune frown, | 
The ſweets of love ate mine and Jenny's, 
Mine and Jenny's, mine and Fenny's, 


The ſweets of love are mine and Jenny's. 


Sus 


[ 33 ] 
Sus, 
Let wanton maids indulge defire, 
How ſoon the fleeting pleaſure gone is! 
he joys of virtue never tire, 
And ſuch ſhall ſtill be mine and Johnnys, 
Mine and Fohnny's, mine and Fohnny's, 
* ſuch ſhall ms Ce. 
. Together let us and 
He. And live in —.— wr no fin is 3 
He. The prieſt ſhall tie the knot today, 
She. And wedlock's bands make Fohnny 


Jenny's · 
Jammy Jenny's, Ces 
Durrer. 
Together let us ſport and play, 
nd live in Ladens where no ſin is; 
The prieſt tall tie the knot today, a 
And wedlock's bands make Johnny Jenny's. 
| Fohnny Jenny's, Cc» 


4 He. 
Let roving ſwains young hearts invade, 
The pleafure ends in ſhame and folly 3 
So Willy woe'd, and then betray'd 
The poor believing fimp!e Molly. © 


| Sas» 

So Lucy lov'd, and lightly toy'd, | 
And laught at harmleſs maids who — 3 

But now ſhe finds her ſhepherd cloy'd, 
And chides, too late ! her Mithleſs 1 

Faithleſs Harry, &e· 

He. Together let us ſport, &c+ as, above · 

Dor. But we'll together, © co. 4s aboves 


H. 
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341 
Hr. 
By curling ſtreams our flocks we'll feed, 
And leave deceit to knaves and ninnies 
Or fondly ſtray where love ſhall lead, 
And ev'ry joy be mine and Fenny's. 
| Mine and Jenny s, &c, 


HE» 

Let gtilt the faithleſs boſom fright, 

The conſtant heart is always bonny ; 
Content and peace, and ſweet delight, 

And love, Rall live with me and 
| Me and Fohnny, &c+ 

He. Together we will ſport, Cc. 

Dur. Together then, Cc. 


SONG 24, 
W HAT med'cine can ſoften the boſom's 


keen ſmart, 
hat Lethe can baniſh the pain? | 
What cure can be met with to Ra the fond 
beart 
That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain ! 


In hopes to forget him how vainly I try 
The ſports of the wake and the green; 

When Collin is dancing I ſay with a figh, 
Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen · 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales 
moan 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 
You fing not ſo fweetly, I cry with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. | 


eren eee Orr 


A 


ales 
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tray d, 


And Damon pretended to love · 
8 O N G 25. 


OLLIN one day in angry mood, 
Becauſe Myrtilla whom he or d . 

Laugh'd at his flame and mock'd his fighs, 

So fervently to Fove applies; 

O Jove | thou ſovereign god above, 

Who feels the pains of {lighted love, 

Hear a poor mortal's prayer, and take 

All the ſex for pity's ſake, 

That ſo we men may live at caſe, 

Secure of happineſs and peace · 


ove kindly heasd 5 he 'd not twice, 
A took 3x women . ; 
When Collin ſaw the coaſt was clear, 
For not a ſingle girl was there, 
Refle&ing with = *twas kind 
Says he, to gratify my mind ; 

— now my paſſion's o'er, O Fove ! 
Give me Myrtilla back, my love 
Let me with her on earth be bleſs d 
And keep in Heaven all the reſt. 


SONG 26. 


Hene'er, my Cloe, I begin 
Thy breaſt like mine to move, 1 


A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhadeg 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove 3 
For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura be- 


[30] 
Lon tell me of that crying ſin 
Of unchaſte lawleſs love. 


« * 4 — 
— — — 0 


I} How can that pleaſure be a crime 
1 That gave to Cloe birth ? 

How can thoſe joys but be divine 
p That make a Heav'n on earth? 


>» © 5 4 


To wed mankind the prieſt trapann'd, 
By fome ily fallacy FE Fi. T 
And diſobey'd God's great command, | 
Increaſe and multiply. B 


You ſay that love's a crime, content, Sl 
Vet this allow you muſt, 

More joys in heav'n when one repent Y 
Than over ninety juſt. 


| Sin then, dear girl, for Heav'ns ſake, 
Vl Repent and be forgiven 

8 Bleſs me, and by repentance make 
4 A holiday in Heav'n, 


j SONG 27, 


i . 5 WAs when the ſea was roaring 
| [, With hollow , blaſts of wind, 
1 A damſel lay deploring, | 


A 

43 All on a rock reclin'd : R 
4 Wide o'er the roaring billows 

She caſt a wiſhful took, * 

7 


Her head was erown'd with willows, 


That trembled o'er the brook · 


Twclve 


* 


elyt 
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Twelve months were gone and overs 
And nine long tedious days z 
Why didſt thou, vent”rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant, robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair 3 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To the lofing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow's 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 


Why then beneath the water 


Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover 

That lurk beneath the deepy 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 


And leave the maid to weep» 


All melancholly lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear 3 
Re paid each blaſt with fighing, | 
ach billow with a tear : a 
When o'er the white waves ſtoopingy 
His floating corps the ſpy'd 3 * 
Then like a lilly Coping, 


She bow'd her head and dy'd» 
| D SONG 


en 
SONG 28. 


S muſing I rang'd in the meads all alone, 
A. beautiful damſel was making her moan; 
O the tears they did ttickle full faſt from her 
eyes i 
And ſhe pierced the air and my heart with her 
cries , | 
F gently requeſted the cauſe of her moan, 
She told me her ſweet Seniſino was flown ; 
And in the ſad poſture ſhe'd ever remain, 
Unleſs the dear — wou'd come back again. 


Why who is this mortal ſo cruel, ſaid 1 | 
That draws ſuch a ſtream from ſo lovely an eye? 
'To beauty ſo blooming, what man can be blind? 
'To paſſion, ſo tender, what monſter unkind ? 


»Tis neither for man, nor for woman, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in lamenting I water the lee; 

My warbler, coeleftial, ſweet darling of fame, 
Is a ſhadow of ſomething, a ſex without name · 


Perhaps 'tis "Ih linnet, ſome blackbird, ſaid I, 


Perhaps tis your lark, that has ſoar'd to the sky 
you dry up your tears and abandon your grict, 
U bring you. another, to give you reliet. 


No linnet, no blackbird, no tky-lark ſaid ſhes 


Bux one much more tyneful by far than al! 


three; 


My ſweet Senifino, for whom thus I cry, | 


Is ſweeter than all the wing d ſongters that fly. 


(eu 


« 
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191 
Adieu Farinelli, Cuzzoni likewiſe, 
Whom ſtars and whom garters extol to the 
skies; | 
| Adieu to the opera, adieu to the ball, 
oe My darling is gone, and a ſig for them all 


Nan 3 
1 her 
SONG 29g. 
h her 
HEN for a filly glittering toy 
| Three goddeſſes were in diſpute, 
A Each tried to bribe the gentle boy 4 
A And gain che golden fruit · 
ng . 
Sein, To me, ſaid Juno, give the prize, 


A. kingdom ſhall be your reward: 
fx I'll give you wiſdom, Pallas eries, 


2 
* 4. More worthy your regard. 
d 7 Here Venus artfully ſtept in ; 
My preſent will more tempting prove 4 
they A beauty promis'd, let me 2 0% b 
c And qui all elſe for love. | 
ame, | | 


name“ She ſaid : He bows, and thus replies, 

-:11.0 Goddeſs! I can't but take this part 3 

a | What king ſo great, what ſage ſo wiſe, 
As he that rules a heart ? 7 


I Like Paris, I would ſcorn a crown, 
* To pow r, or ſordid riches, blind; 

9 I'd learning flight, my books lay down, 
an all - 
Would Emma but be kind» 6 


at fly. D 2 nne 


6 And live with you all 


[10 
SONG 30. 


2 WAS in the month of May, when 
maidens they will play, 
And rr Larne long and braye their helping 
hands do crave ; ; 
And fillabubs they are bro't up, 
There's not a man drinks a ſup 
Till I drink off my cup 
For I am beloved of all, the great as well as 
the ſmall, | 
And my name it is Arthur @ Bradley. 


Cnox us. O rare Arthur a Bradley, fine Ar- 
t hur a Bradly, tite Arthur a Bradley, delicate 
Arthur a Bradley, dexterous Arthur a Bradley, 
pretty ſweet Arthur a Bradley, delicious Arthur 
4 Bradley, neat Arthur 4 Bradley, compleat 
Arthur a Bradley, fraptious Arthur a Bradley. 
audacious Arthur a Bradley, build a ſconce 2 
thur a Bradley, preſumptious Arthur a Bradley, 
beat the watch Arthur 2 Bradley, Oh 


As Arthur went forth one day, he met a fair 


' maid by the way, 
He ſnatch'd her by the hand, defiring of her 
to ſtand ; | 
If ever you lov'd your mother, 
Love me, and love no other: 
Tis love that conguers kings, 
And {gople hearts it brings, 
For I mean to make you my wife, 
the Ge days of 


wy life; "IN 


41 
For my name it is Arthur 4 Bradley. 
Cao · O rare Arthur, &c. 8 


If you this beauty would ſee, you'll pleaſe to 
hearken to me, , | ; 
For a beauty he mnſt have, becauſe he was 
rich and brave, 
This beauty had but one eye, 
And her noſe ſtood all awry, 
Her teeth as rotten as a pear, 
And her mouth from ear to car ; 
With a hump upon her back, 
And a rump ſhe did not lack : 
With her Los legs alſo, | 
That a wheelbarrow thro' them might 
0 5 


805 
And her name it vas draggle · tail Dorothyy 


Co. O rare draggle - tail Dorothy, piſs-a-bed 
draggle- tail Dorot y, whore and thiet draggle- 
tail Dorothy, bleex- ey d draggle- tail Dorothy, 
erook- noſe draggle- tail Dorothy, flap- mouth d 
draggle · tail Dorothy, ſnagel ch draggle- 
tail Dorothy, gabber-mouth'd „ Do- 
rot hy, hopper ars d draggle-rail'd Dorothy, 
damnable drunken, ſcolding Dorothy, Oh 


O dear fir ſays ſhe, you muſt have my mother's 
conſent, 
So to the old woman indeed this hopeful paix 
_ ſtrait went 3 
Good morrow old woman, ſaid he 3 
You're welcome fr, ſays ſhe : 
Tis your daughter I do erave, 
And your daughter I muſt have; 

For 1 mean to m_ her my wife, 


NE 


— = 
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And live with her all the dear days gf 
my life; 
For my name it is Arthur a Braaley. 
Cno · O rare Arthur, &c. 


The old woman ſhe ſobb'd and cry'd, and 
call'd her daughter afide, | | 
O fie ! daughter, faid ſhe, why are you ſo free 
x with me ? | 
How can you be ſo bold, 
And ſcarce fourteen years old; 
You are a forward 11 ut, 
And an impudent trollop to boot, 
And your name it is draggle-tail Dorothy. 
- Cro- Naſty draggle-tail Dorothy, & c · 


Why, how now old woman ſays he, I deſerve 
as good as ſhe, _ 
For death my father did call, and hc left me 
wherewithal ; | 
uckets, barrels, looms, 
A dozen of wooden ſpoons, 
A cheeſe-fat and cheeſe-ladder 
A. broken wooden kedar 
A. chamber-pot as good 
As ever was made of wood ; 
Beſide it falls to my lot, 
My own ſweet muſtard pot, 
And my name it is Arthur a Bradley. 
Cuo- O rate Arthur, Oc. N 


SONG 31. 
LEO PAT RA the gay, as old ſtories 


declare, 


Fut Markanthony oft to the rout fir 3. 


1431 
; That the lover was fond and the lady was fais 
o No modern among us will doubt fir : =. 
But yet I inſiſt 
Our times are the beſt, 
And muſty antiquity ſcorn fir 3 


and Pray tell me, could Thats, 
| Or golden-lock'd Lais, 
free Compare to our Barbara Byrne, fir ? 


Away with reſtraint, let us wantonly rove, 
And be what our wiſhes could make us; 
We'll freely pour forth a libation to love, 
And recruit by the bounties of Bacchus : 
7 Dull cynical fools, 10 
N By their joy-cramping rules, 
Poor logical lunatics turn fir 5 


” 


erve They would wiſdom forget, 
Were they once tete- a- tete 
me FF _ Overclaret with Barbara Byrne, firs 


Fg 


Pedantical ſchoolmen have matter defin'd, 
And commented on queer Ariſtotle ;,. 
Theqon!y philoſophy fit for mankind, * 
Is z beauty, well arm'd by a bottle: 
Keep claflical knowledge 
Immers d in the college, 
*Midit-gownmen and pedagogues ſtern ſir 
What's phyfic or ſtatics, 
Or dull mathematics, , 


To claret and Barbara Byrne, fir ? 


— 


Let Placemen receive, and let Patriots oppoſe, 
And raiſe unforgiving diſſentions 4 
A miſtreſs's arms is the place T would chuſe, 
ties And a bottle and friend are my penſions: 
Let ſtare tcols, full of doubt; 


ad 


1441 
Be pull'd in or thruſt out, | 
As their maſters to either fide turn fir 5 
Be this maxim my plan, | 
May 1 ſtand while I can 
To my bumper, my friend and Bab Byrne 
fir» 


7 
z 


Ye ſenſible ſocials, ye knights of the vine, 
Who wit, women and wine can caſte fir ; 
Would you know where true humour and har- 

mony red ens | 
With gay Barbara Byrne make your feaſt, 
ſir 3 
Poor lovers that prize | 
Lips, legs, arms or eyes, 
Such piece-meal pretenſions I ſcorn fir 3 
No limb ſhall be loſt 
When I mention my toaſt 


Here's a health to the whole of Bab Byrne 
ſir» 


SONG- 32, 


HAT life is a joke Johnny Gay has ex- 
preſt | 
Come on then, let us make the moſt of a jeſt ; 
In this world's great journey all mortals are 
Jogging, N 
Where ſome are humbugg'd, and ſome others 
humbugging- 
Sing tantararara, humbugg, humbngg, 
Sing tantararara, humbugg- 


The Courtier puts on a political face, 
And, ogling, familiarly leets on his grace; 


; He 


+ Mi aa of 


14 
He 1 I'm your friend fir, depend on my 
wor 


But if 1 4s depend you te humbugg d by the 
lo 


Sing tantar arara, &c+ 


Tho the Prude wears in publie the graveſt de- 


meanor, 
Yet in ſecret ſhe'll take all that man can put 
in her; 
Then honeſtly own, as her fellow ſhe'll hugg, 
That life without is all a humbugg· 
Sing tantarararay &c. 


When the husband will melt at his wanton 
wife's tears, 
When the virgin will pity her fond lover's 


Pra ers 5 


When the love of a whore is believ'd by her 


,  ecully, 
All three are, in juſtice, humbugg'd for their 


folly- 
Sing tantarara, &e. 


When 145 Mifs ſtruts in the faſhion's pa- 
rade 
So prim ſhe appears that you'd ſwear ſhe's 
maid 3 
But when wad ask her ſpouſe and he'll anſwer 
ou, glum, 
That her . ! twas only a 
hum. 
Sing rentararatty Cc · 


From mocher to daughtcr this 1 has 


gone, 


Women 


[46] 
Women ever for vote nemine con; 
Sov——and humbugg alike we may call, 


cs” right ſays the Parſon, I humbugg ye 


Sing tantarara, &c. 


Let me tell you that life is at beſt but a trouble, 
Each pa no more than a humbugg in bub- 


8 | 
But hold, I forgot what I want to be at, 
So my bumper I'll drink, there's no humbugg 
in that. | 
Sing tantararara, &c · 


SONG 33. 


plain, dear youth theſe tell - tale eyes 
My heart your own declare; 


But, for heav'n's ſake, let it ſuffice 


You reign triumphant there. 


Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try, 
Nor farther urge your ſway z 


_ Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 7 


For fear I ſhould obey. 


But could your arts ſucceſsful prove, 
Would you a maid undo, 

Whoſe greateſt failing 1s her love, 
And that, her love for you ? 


Say, would you uſe that very pow'r 
You from her fondneſs claim, 
To ruin, in one fatal hour IM 


Reſolve 


A life of ſpotleſs fame ? 


olve 


[47 ] 
Reſolve not then to do an ill, 
Perhaps becauſe you may z 


But rather try your utmoſt skill 
To ſave me than betray- . 


Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard, 
efend and not purſue 
Since 'tis a task for me too hard, 


To ſtrive with love and you · 
SONG 34 


TITH ev'ry lady in the land 
Soft Strephon kept a pother, 
One year he languiſh'd for one hand, 
And next year for the other- 


Yet when his love the ſhepherd told 
To Haviz fair and coy, 

Reſerv'd, demure, than ſnow more cold, 
She ſcorn'd the gentle boy- 


Late at a Ball he own'd his pain ; 
She bluſh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 
With all the marks of high diſdain, 
She'd never hear him more. 


The Swain perſiſted ſtill to pray, 
The Nymph ſtill to deny 3 

At laſt ſhe vow'd ſhe wou'd not ſtay 
He ſwore ſhe ſhou'd not fly. 


Enrag'd, ſhe called her footman trait, 
And ruſh'd from out the room, 
Drove to ber lodging, lock'd the gate 
And lay with Ralph at home · SONG 


148 J 
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HEN firſt I fought fair Cælia's love, 
And ev'ry charm was new, 
I ſwore by all the Gods above 
To be for ever true» 


But long in vain I did adore, 

Long wept and figh'd in vain 3 
She ſtill proteſted, vow'd, and ſwore 

She ne'er would caſe my pain- 


At laſt, o'ereome, ſhe made me bleſs'dy 
And yielded all her charms ; 
And I forſook her, when potleſs'd, 
And fled to others arms. 
* 


But let not this, dear Celia, now 
Thy breaſt to rage ine line; 

For why, fince you forget your vow, 
Should I remember mine ? 


SONG 36. 


ANN Y's fairer than a flower, 

F But uncertain as the wind; by 
ver trifling with a power, | 

Meant alone to bleſs mankind» 


Now with ſmiles her face adorning, 
She to love my heart invites 5 A 
But if love Foffer, ſcorning, 


She with frowns my paſſion Nights 1 


ook 


love, 


Look 


[ 49 ]. 


Looks that ſpeak the tender paſſion, 
Words that wear the found of love 

All things whiſper inclination, | 
Yet no ſigns her heart can move. 


Smiling miſchief, ſly undoer, 
1 to love her Iooks invite; 
my lips I ope to woo her 
I am baniſh d from her Gght- 


O thou God of pleaſing anguiſh, 
If indeed a God you be; | 

Teach the tyrant how to languiſh, 
Make her heart and eyes agree» 


Or, if wilful ſhe refuſes 
To obey thy laws divine, 

Make the man whom firſt ſhe chuſes, 
Treat her heart as ſhe does mine. 


SONG 37. 


S Sylvia in a foreſt lay 
o vent her woe alone; 
e 


r {wain Hlx ander came that way, 
And heard her dying mqan, 
Ah! is my love (ſhe ſaid) to you 
So worthleſs and ſo vain : 
Why is your wonted fondneſs now 
/ Converted to diſdain? | 


Youyow'd the light ſhou'd darkneſs turn, 
E'er you'd exchange your love; 

In ſhades now may creation mourn 
Since you unfait hful 135 | 


* 


Was 


[50] 
Was it for this I credit gave 
To ev'ry oath you ſwore 7 


But ahl it ſeems they melt deceive, 
Who moſt our charms adore · 


"Tis plain your drift was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind : 
Alas! I fee it, but too late, 
My love had made me blind- 
For you, delighted I could die : 
But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 
To think that credulous conſtant I 
Shou'd by yourſelf be kill'd. 


This ſaid all breathleſs, ſick and pale, 
Her head upon her hand, 
She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a ſtand · 
Syl vander then began to melt; 
But e'er the word was gi ven, 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 
And figh'd her ſoul to heaven · 


SONG 38, 


. S from a rock paſt all relief, 

A The ſhipwreckt Collin ſpyin 

His native ſoil, o'excome with et, 
Halt ſunk in waves and dying : 

With the next morning ſun he ſpies 

A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe, | 

New lite ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion» 


So when by her whom long Iloy 'd, 
1 ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 


Low 


[ 51 ] 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 
To be for ever ket} 
Thus droopt I, nll diviner grace 
1 found in Peggy's mind and face: 
Ingratitude appeared then baſe, 
But virtue more engaging» - 


Then now fince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying : 
I'll haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppoſe: 
' Why ſhould we happy minutes loſe, 
Since, Peppy, I muſt love thee. 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 

To figh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty: 
Such was my cal for many a year, 
Still hope ſucceeding to my fear, 

_ Falſe Berty's charms now diſappear, 

Since Peggy's far outſhine them · 


SONG 239. 


E E, Celia, how the lovely roſe, 
Buds with the dawning light; 
And, as the day comes rolling on, 
Leoks doubly gay and bright ! 
But, when the night begins to ſpread 
Her fable horrors round, 
Ah! how the fades and drooping lies, 
Quite wither'd on the grouud ! | 
: E 2 Ng 


[ 52 ] 
No'longer then, with killing frowns, 
Torment your conſtant Swain 
No more, Like a coy veſtal, fly, 
And waſte your bloom in vain» 
Are you ſtill deaf? Still with diſdain 
Do you behold my ſorrow ? 
But know, tho? you are fair to-day, / 
X our charms may fade to-morrow» 


SONG 40, 
Oddeſs of eaſe, leave Lethe's brink, 


Obſequious to the muſe and me; 
For once endure the pain to think, 
O ſweet inſenfibility ! 
Siſter of peace and indolence, 
Bring, muſe, bring numbers ſoft and flow, 
Elaborately void of ſenſe, | 
And ſweetly thoughtleſs let them flows 
And ſweetly thoughtleſs, &c- 


Near to ſome cowſlip- painted mead, 
There let me doze away dull hours; 
And under me let Flora freak 
A ſofa of her ſofteſt flowers; 

Where, Philomel, your notes you breathe 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring pine, 
While murmurs of the ſtream beneath =, 

Still flow in uniſon with thine» 4 


For thee, O Idleneſs, the woes | 
Of life we patiently endure 3 2 

Thou art the ſource whence labour flows, 
We ſhun thee but to make thee ſure 3 


For 


_ 


* 
— pee. 


[53] 
For who would bear war's toil and waſte, 
Or who the thund'ring of the ſca, 
But to be idle at the lait, | 
And find a pleafing end in thee 7 


SONG 41. 20 


F Hr. 
A ſte, haſte, Phillis, baſte tis the firſt of 
the may 
Hark, the goldfinches ſing, to the wood let's 
away: 
We'll — the pale primroſe, and, ſtart not 
my dear, r 
I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your cars 
I've ſomething to whiſper, &c- 

Sax. 3 
Fxcuſe me, fond ſwain; it has often been ſaid, 
The wood is unſafe for a maiden to tread ; 
And a wither'd old gipſy one day I eſpy'd, 
Bid me -: the thick wood, and ſaid ſomething 

be ſide · 


| | H. 5 
Tis all a meer fable, there's nothing to fright; 
There's mufic all day and no ſpe&res at night 3 
No creature but Cupia believe ine is there 
And Cupia's an uchin you ſurely can't fear · 


SHE» 
For all T could ſay, when arriv'd at the wood, 
Who apo your deſigns ? You might dare to 
rade; 
So I bid you farewell, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Leſt Cupid and you are too hard for a maid» _ 


E 3 Hes 


"4 


541 
Cul Hu» ; a. 
His di&ates you wiſely at once ſhould approve z 


For pray what is life? *tis a pain without love? 


Think how youth, like the roſe, tho' ungather'd, 
will fade ; 
Then quickly comply, leſt you dic an old maid · 
SHE. | 
By language as artful poor Daphne was won ; 
Thus courted, ſhe yielded, was trick'd and 
andone : 


one : | 

And ow than truſt the fine things you have 
ſaid 

Let wy beauty decay, and I die an old maid 


| Hz. 

Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the wind, 
I'll be true as the turtle, as fond and as kind; 

Will lead you to pleaſures untaſted before. 

And make you a bride z can a mortal do more? 

Sur. 

Then at once I comply, for I cannot ſay no; 
'T'o-morrow to church with my ſhepherd I'll go, 
To the wood next, tho' Cupid ſo talk'd of bo 

there 
With joy Tl away, and adieu to all fear. 
Suk. | 

Ye nymphs to the wood never venture to go 5 

Till the prieſt joins your hand, you muſt 
anſwer, No, no- 
Hx 
Ye ſwains, ſhou'd your fair ones be deaf to you 
ſtill, 
You muſt wear the ſoft chain, then they'll go 
| whexe you will. 


SONG 


—— — T —— - way | 


* 
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— 


OR ever, fortune wilt thou prove | | 

An unrelenting foe to love ? 
And when we meet a mutual heart, | 
Come in between and bid us part; | 
Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 
And wiſh, and wiſh the ſoul away, | 
Till youth and genial years are flown ' 
And all the life of life is gone? f 


But buſy, buſy, ſtill art thou, 

To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow 3 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
'To join the gentle to the rude. 
For once, O fortune, hear my pray r. 
And I abſolve thy future care | | 
All other bleflings I reſign, | 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


SONG 43. 


I dear and only love, I pray 
That little world of thee, 


Be govern'd by no other ſway, 
But pureſt Monarchy : 

For if confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous ſouls abhor, 

T'll call a ſynod in my heart, 
And never love thee more» 


As Alexander I will reign, 


And I will reign alone; 


561 
My thoughts did ever more diſdain 
_— A rival on my throne 
mM He cither fears his fate too much, 
= Or his deſerts are ſmall, 
Who dares not put it to the touch, / 
5 To gain or lote it all. 


But I will reign, and govern ſtill, 
And always give the law, 
And have each ſubje& at my will, 
And all to ſtand in awe: | 
But gainſt my batteries if J find 
Thou ſtorm and vex me ſote, 
As if thou ſet me for a blind, 
I'll never love thee more. 


And in the empire of thy heart, 
Where I ſhould ſolely be, " 
If others do pretend a part, , 
Or dares to ſhare with me: 
Or committees if thou erea, 
Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 
I'll ſmiling mock at thy -negle&, 
And never love thee more- 


But if no faithleſs action ſtain 

Thy love and conſtant word, 
I'll make thee fameus by my pen, 

And glorious by my Proc 
| I'll ſerve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
As ne'er was known before; 

I'll deck and crown thy head with bays, 
And love thee more and more. 


SONG 
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Advice to the LADIES. Sung by Miſs Stevenſons 


ORGIVE ye fair, nor take it wrong, 
If ought too much I do : | 
Fermit me while I give my ſongs 
To give a leſſon too, 
To give a leſſon too · 
Let modeſty, that heav'n-born maid, 
Your words and aftions grace : 
Tis this, and only this, can add 
New luſtre to your face, 
New luſtre to your face. 


Tis this which paints the virgin cheeks, 

Beyond the pow'r of art, 5 | 

And ev'ry real bluſh beſpeaks 

T be goodneſs of the heart · 

The index of the virtuous mind, 

Vour lovers will adore ; 

Tis this will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can pleaſe no more · 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 
With nice reſerve behave 
And learn by diſtance to maintain 
The pow'r your beauty gave: 
For this, when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will protett: 
The wanton pleaſes for a day, 
But ne er creates refpeR. 


| With this their filly jeſts reprove, 
When coxcombs dare intrude 3 Not 


= 
—— — 


[53] 
Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Who ventutes to be rude. 
Your charms when cheap will ever pall, 
They ſully with a ronth z 
And tho' you mean to grant not all, 
You often grant too much. 


But patient let each virtuous Fair 
Expe the gen'rous Y outh, 
Whom heaven has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with love and truth; 
For him alone preſerve ber hand, 
And wait the happy day, 
When he with juſtice can command, 
And ſhe with joy obey. 


6 SONG 45. 


A SE me not how calmly I 

A All the cares of life defy : 
ow I baffle human woes, 

Woman, woman, woman knows» 


You may live and laugh as I, 
You, like me, may cares defy ; 
All the pangs the heart endures, - 
Woman, woman, woman cures» 


Ask me not of empty toys, 
Fears of arms, and drunken joys 
I have plc«ſure more divine, 
Woman, woman, woman's mine. 
Raptures, more than folly knows, 
More than fortune e ex beſtows, 


% — 


Flowing 


- 


f 


4 


| {7-5 Js 
Flowing bowls and conquered fields, ; 
Woman, woman; woman yields. 


Ask me not of woman's arts, 
Broken vows, and faithleſs hearts; 
Tell the wretch who pines and grieves a 


Woman, woman, woman lives. 


All delights the heart can know, 

More than folly can beſtew, 

Wealth of worlds, and crowns of kings, 
Woman, woman, woman brings« 


"SONG 465. 


SK, 2 dotard Man, 
Whence our ruin ſirſt began, 
How our grief and deadly woe 


Did from woman, woman flows» 


We might live and bappy be, 
Could we ſhun this enemy; 

All the pangs the heart c'er knew, 
From vain woman, woman grew. 


Ask what calm felicity 

Man enjoy'd, how bleſt was he! 
Nought could his repoſe invade, 
Till falſe woman ſhe was made. 


Soon as ſhe received her breath, 


Man was ſabje& unto death: 
Other evils, to their ſhame, 
From deceitful woman came» 


Ab 


_ 
Ask what ills befell old Troy, 
Which falſe Helen did deſtroy 
Of the tender bridegrooms too 
Whom falſe woman, woman ilew : 


How the brave Mark Anthony 
Loſt the world by faithleſs ſhe- 
Ruin of ſtates, loſt crowns of kings, 
From vain woman, woman, ſprings» 


83 ON G 4 


OVYELV goddeſs, ſprightly. May, 


Faireſt daughter of the day, 
Hither come, with roſes crown'd, 
Painting as you tread the ground- 
Tulips rear their glirt'ring heads, 
Pinks beſtrew their fragrant beds 
Wood bines, ſpangled o'er with dew, 
Deck their . — for you · 

Deck their arborets for you» 


Hear the bi:ds around thee fing, 
In the gardens of the ſpring 3 
Ev'ry buſh, and ev'ry tree, 
Warbles forth its joy to thee · 
Nature's ſongſters all are gay 

At the lov'd approach of May; 


All, great Queen, thy praiſes ſing, 
Thine, great Empreſs of the ſpring. 


Goddeſs, in thy veſt of green; 
Goddeſs, with thy youthful mein, 


Gladneſs, and her parent health; 


Haſte and bring thy mines of wealth, 


Bring 


[6] 
Bring with thee thy chearful train, 
Chacing care, 5 
See ! the lovely graces, 

Throng, obedient to thy call. 


Goddefs, haſte, and bring with thee 
Virtue's child, fair liberty: 
For, if liberty 's away, 
Who can taſte the month of May? 
Here he comes, I hear the found 
Of the merry ſongſters round: 
Here he comes, all freſh and gay, 
Paying homage to thee, May- 


Goddeſs, who perfumeſt the air, 
Who haſt deck'd the earth ſo fair; 
Thou, with gladneſs by thy fide, 
Still'ſt the raging of the tide 3 
Bid'ſt the winds forbear to roar, 
And ſtern winter ſeem no more; 
Meads and groves their echos ring, 
Love, himſelf, is on the wings» 


Lovely nymph, divineſt May, 

Thou to whom this verſe I pay: 

O! thy healing mirth impart 

To the miſtreſs of my heart; 

Ev'ry day with gladneſs crown, 

By her health preſerve my own : 
ooming nymph, of heavenly birth, 

Goddeſs, thou, of health and qurth- 
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He. 

B* ſtill, O ye winds, and attentive ye ſwains, 
Tis Phebe invites, and replies to my 
ſtrains : | 

The on never roſe on, fearch all the world 
thro? N 

A ſhepherd ſo bleſt, or a fair one ſo true - 

A ſhepherd ſo bleſt, &. 


SHE» 
Glide ſoftly ye ſtreams, O ye nymphs round 
me throng, | 

Tis Collin commands, and enlivens my ſong : 
Search all the world over, you-never can 
A maiden ſo bleſt, or a fl.cpherd ſo kind, 

A. maiden ſo bleſt, &c- 

CHOR US» 


Tis love, like the ſun, that gives light to the 


The Tre of bleſſings that life can endear 3 
Our pleaſures it heightens, drives ſorrow away; 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the day, 

Gives joy to the night, &c- 


Hx. 
With Phebe befide me, all nature look gay, 
And Few iy bleak months are as pleaſant as 
ay ; | 
'The Cunnmer's gay verdure ſtil} ſprings as ſhe 
el 
And linnets and nightingales ſing thro' the 
meads, 


And linnets, Cc. 


dux; 


n | 
? | Sur. 
When Collin is abſent tis winter all Las 
How faint is the ſunſhine, how barren the 


round 
Inſtead of the linnet's and wghtingal e's ſong, 
I hear the hoarſe raven croak all the day long, 


I hear the hoarſe raven, &c- 
Cnok us. *Tis love, Gr. 
Hr. 


Oer hill, dale, and v , my Phoebe and 1 


Together will wander, 1 mall be b 

Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long ys 

And Phoebe at night Il his pains ſhall repay, 
And Phaebe, &c- 


Sar, 


By moon-light, when ſhadows glide over the 


ain, 
His kiſſes ſhall chear me, his arms ſhall ſuſtain 3 
U haunted groves I can trace without 
cars 
And ſleep in a church- if os i is near 
Derr 4 i 
Crok vs. *Tis love, 88, 
Hz. 
Ye ſhepherds that wanton it over the plain, 
How fleeting your tranſports! how laſtivg 
your pain 
Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the fair ſhe, 


And learn to live happy from Phebe 1 me, 


And learn, &c - 
Sar. 
Ye nymphs who the pleaſures of love never 


- my ſtrains, and take me for your 
guide z 


F 2 a . Your 
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Your hearts keep from pride, and incorſtancy 


free 
And learn to be happy from Callin and me, 
And learn, &c - 
Cxor ts. 


"is love, like the ſun, that gives light to the 
year | 
The ſweeteſt of bleſſings that life can endear ; 


Our pleaſures it heightens, drives ſorrow aways 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the day, 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the days 


8s ON G 49. 


| OUNG Hobinal (the blitheſt ſwain) 
1 Long time the dupe of haughty Molly; 
ith oaten reed and ruſtic ſtrain, 
Now pipes and ſings the praiſe of Dolly ;, + 
O my Dolih, ſmiling Doth, 
My ſweetly blooming, deareſt Dolly z 
Ye woods, ye lawns, ye flocks, ye Hr 
Aſſiſt me in the praiſe of Dolly. 


—— e 


The dimpl'd cheek, the ſooty eye, 
And ruby lip belong to Molly; 
But virtue Ar, fimplicity, 
| Alone bedeck my lovely Dolly. 
O my Dolly, &c. 


As late I rov'd, (my herds aſtray) . 
Iſpy'd my love moſt melancholly; 
And over-heard the fair one ſay, "+2 
Lo! there's the man that's made for Dolly. 


O &c. 
* | We 


Pa 


's 


Ve 


7 
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We quickly met, and down we ſat, _ 
Then told our loves beneath yon holly 
But ſhould T half our joys relate, 
You'd ſurely envy me and Dolly, 
O my Dolty, &c+ 


SONG 50. 
Hm Daphne, from the hawthorn buſh, 


The ſpotted finches fing, 
artleſs notes the merry thruſk 4 
Salutes the blooming ſpring. 
On ver(:ant bed the violet lies, 
To woo the weſtern gale, 
While tdw'ring lillies meet our eyes 
Like loveſick virgins, pale, 
While tow'ring lillies, &e. 


The rill that ruſhes o'ex the ſhores, 
Winds murm'ring thro” the gladez 
So heart-ſtruck Thirſis tells his moan, 
To win his elay-cold maid-; 
'The golden ſun, in freſh array, 
Flames forward on the ſphere 
Around the may-pole ſhepherds play N 
To hail the flow'ry year- 


% ſhall we taſke the breezy air, 

wander thro? the grove ? 

There talk of HHvia's wild deſpair, 
The prey of lawleſs love · 

Ah ! no, ſhe cries, o'er $ylvia's fall 
Exult not, thongh 'twas juſt ; 

Daſh not the ſinner's name with gall, 


Nor triumph hy 2 duſt · 


3 Trug 


660 

True virtue ſcorns to fling the dart, 
Herſelf above all fear; | 

When juſtice ſtings the guilty heart, 

She drops the gen'rous tear : 

Then own, ye nyniphs, this godlike truth 
Is on your hearts imprefied, 

On brighteſt patterns om your youth, 
And be for ever bleſs'd. 1 


4 


SONG x51. ry 7 


EE, Stella, ſee that eryſtal ſtream 
Adown the valley ſtray: 
Can art attempt, or fancy dream, 
To guide its winding way? 
So, pleas'd, I view thy ſhining hair 
2 In artleſs ringlets flow: 
Not all thy art, not all thy care, 
Not all thy art, not all thy care, 
Can there one grace beſtow. 


Can there one grace beſtow- 
Bchold, again, that verdant hill, 


With flow'rs enamell'd o er; 

Nor can the painter's utmoſt skill 
Pretend to pleafe us more-/ 

In vain would ſt thou, with baneful eyes, 

- Mend what thy checks diſcloſe : 

O may my fair, before the tries, 
Improve the blooming toſe. 


/ 


k 
4 - - — = er R 1 
— . TT ö OE 
2 1 — . 8 * 7 - _ . 


'Tho' now the linnet's tuneful throat 
Each ſtudied grace excel ; 

Let art conſtrain his rambling note, 
Then will it pleaſe fo well? 


7 — 


Ob 
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Oh! ever keep thy native eaſe, 
By no ill modes confin d; 

For Stell 's voice is found to pleaſe, 
When Stella's words are kind 


SONG 52. 


T* HE bird that from the lime-twig flies, 
With caution, ſhuns the ſchool-boy's 

tricks 3 | | 

Bat we, who would be thought-more wiſe, 
Can't ſhun the lime-twigs of our ſex» 

The female kind our hears enſnare, 
"Tis grown a ſcience to trapan; 

The ſtudy'd look, the faſhion'd air, 

Oh, ſhame ! can conquer god-like man · 


To ſooth the feeling ſocial breaſt, 

And calm the noiſy world's alarms ; 
To welcome rapture, peace and reſt, 

With beauty's ſoft, endearing charms 3 

y native pow'r of face and mind, 

To be at once both bleſs d and bleſs ; 
For this the gods the fair defign'd ! 

And not to patch, to paint and dreſs» 


When nature, kind, exerts her skill, 

And frames a heav'nly face and mein, 
How vain to contradict her will! 

Ah, let the angel ſtill be ſeen ! 
Such beauty needs no mortal aid, 

But ever brightens in the good 3 
Believe me, nature never made 


A. gay coque tte or formal prude · 


2 
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The glare of tinſel vanity, . 

The mental eye may chance approve z 
But ſenſe, and heav'n · born > Fy 
Muſt win the ſoul, the ſeat of love : 
The blooming maid whom theſe adorn, 
With pity views her ſex's folly 5 

And radiant as the rays of morn, 


Thbeſe virtues ſhine in thee, O Molly 1 
8 ON 53. 


A Panegyric on the LADIES. 
Being Chaucer's Recantation for The Blind eat 


many a Fly. 
LN Chaucer, once, to this reechoing grove, 
Sung of the ſweet bewitching tricks 
© of lovez”” 
But ſoon he found he'd ſullied his renown, 
And arm'd each charming hearer with a frown , 
Then ſelf-condemin'd anew his lyre he ſtrung, 
And in repentant ſtrains this recantation ſung. 
AIR. | 
Long fince unto her native sky 
Fled heav'n-deſcended Conſtancy 
Nought now that's ſtable's to be had, 
The world's grown mutable and mad ; 
Save Won xx they, we muſt confeſs, 
Are miracles of ſtedfaſtneſs ; 
And every witty, pretty dame 
Bears for her motto Fill the ſame» 


The flow'rs that in the vale are ſeen, 


The white, the yellow, blue and green, 


* 


9 


* Riches, torment, and pleaſure palls z 


In brief complexion idly gay 

Still ſet with ev'ry ſetting day, 
Diſpers'd by wind, or child by froſt, 
Their odours gone, their colour loſt : 


Zut what is true, tho” paſſing ſtrange, — - 


That WoMEN never 


The wiſe man ſaid, that all was vain, 
And folly's univerſal reign ; 
Wiſdom its vot'rics oft enthralls, 


fade or change · 


And tis, good lack, a gen'ral rule, 
'That each man ſoon or late's a fool : 
In Woxex 'tis th'exception hes, 


For they are wond'rous, wond'rons wiſes 


This earthly ball with noiſe abounds, - 


And from its emptineſs it ſounds ; 
Fame's deaf ning din, the hum of men; 
The lawyer's plea, the poet's pen: 


But WoMEN here no one ſuſpedts, 


Silence diſtinguiſhes that ſex ; 
For, poor, dumb things! ſo meek's their mould, 


- You ſcarce can hear them, hen they ſcold. 


| Cxor vs: | 
An hundred mouths, an hundred tongues, _ 
An hundred pair of iron lungs, * 


Five heralds, and ſive thouſand cryers, 
Wich throats whoſe accent never tires, 


Ten ſpeaking trumpets of a fize 

Would deafneſs with their din ſurprize, 

Your praiſe, ſweet nymphs, ſhall fing and fay, 
And thoſe that will CG it — may · 


N SONG 
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The TRIAL of Chaucer's Gnosr, 


Sung by Mr. Low, Miſs Norris and 
M/ STErKENS0N» | 


Miſs Nor rs 


HOU traitor, who with the fair ſex haſt 


made war, 

Come hither, and hold up your handat the bar: 
By a jury of damſels you now mult be try'd, 
For having your betters traduc'd and bely'd. 

Miſs STELRENSON-» : 
How could'ſt thou ſuch baſe defamation deviſe, 
And not have the fear of our ſex in your eyes! 
Is all decency gone all good - breeding 

forgot? 


Speak, varlet, and plead Art chon guilty 


or not ? 

| Mr. Lows- | 

Not guilty I plead but ſubmit to the laws, 

And with pleaſure I yield to theſe fair ones 

: = _ e; 4 | * 

But ſtill, that my trial more juſt may appear, 

Speak louder and faſter, or how ſhould Tear 

Miſs NoRRIS. a 

haſt aw not preſum d to alarm each bright 
toaſt, 

By the conjuring up cf an old Eng liſb ghoſt 3 

And made fuſty Chancer, without a pretexts © 

Snarl poſthumus nonſenſe againit the fair ſex? 

Miſs STErmENSON- 

Haſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright 

maid With 


721 

With that common- place traſh, that each virgin 

b muſt fade 3 5 

And —_ fear or wit, moſt aſſuming and 
Haſt dar d to ſuggeſt that we paint and we 


ſcold ? | 
Mr. Low 8» 
For want of experience, when I was but young, 
Perhaps ſuch range Falſboods might drop from 
my tongue; 
But when I recanted for all my fins paſt, 
J thought I had made you amenas at the laſt. 
Miſs Nox RIS. 
T'11 promiſe you, friend, you ſhall duly be paid 
For ni Pop amends that you lately have 
made 
find by your ſhuffling the whole charge is true, 
So I bring you in guilty without more ado» 
Miß STEPHENSON» 
Ironical wits, hke deſtroyers of game, 
When they hide in a buſh, tis to take ſurer 


aim 
By his i GY I find too the whole charge i is 


So1 trig him in guilty as willing as you · 
Mr. Lows» ö 
Convicted I ſtand, and ſubmit to my fate; 
And fain would repent, but I find it too late: 
If death then, alas! is to be my reward, 
Why then I muſt die——but, by Jove, I'll 
die hard · ; 


\ Miſs STEPHENSON» 


W to 22 ſo unbounded his malice be | 


Ty hang bim were kinducſ—— 
1 192 Nit 
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_ No let him be married 
To ſome muſty old maid, that's the de'il of a 
ſhrew, 
That will ſcold, 1 
Miſs STEPHENSON» 
And bear him, | 
M3ſs Nox Ris. l 
Aud cuckold him too, 
Beth together. | 
To 8 muſty old maid, that's the de'il of a 
re W, 
That will ſcold him, and beat him, and cuckold 
him too. 


SONG 55. 


TTEND ye nymphs, whilſt I im 
A The ſecret wiſhes MP my heart ; Kr 


tell What ſwain, if one there be, 
Whom fate deſigus for love and me. 


— 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts pre ſideʒ 
Let honour all his actions guide: ; 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 

The ſwaindeſign'd for love and me- 


Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 

With pure good-nature ſweetlyjoin'd, 

| Sure friend to modeſt merit be | 
The ſwain defign'd for love and me · 


| Where ſorrow pts the penſive figh 5 
b Where grief bedeus the drooping eye 3 


- - 


Melting 
- 


of a 


85 
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Melting in ſympathy I fee © 
The ſwain defign'd for love and me- 


Let ſordid avarice claim no part 
Within his tender generous heart; 
Oh! be that heart from falſhood free, 


+ Devoted all to love and me- 


SONG 56. 


Rithee, Billy, | ; 
Ben't lo filly, . Ls 50 * 

Thus to waſte thy time in grief; : bi 
You ſay Betty , 
Will not let ye; 


But can forrow give relief? 


Leave repining, e 298 hat 
Ceaſe your whining, . * 
Pox on torment, grief, and woe; 1.47 1% 


1 


If ſhe's tender, 2 5 
She'll ſurrenderʒ z v2 
If ſhe's rough, e en let her go» ' 
SONG 57. hk 
; 7.8 
T7 HEN the buds firſt appear, to hail iy 


the year, 3; 4h 
And all nature looks youthful and gay, A, 
And all nature looks youthful and ga; 
When the birds on och bough by their mates 
ſing and coo, ner. —— 
And are chanting their loves on each ſpray» 
Aud are chanting 2 loves on each ſpray- 


Fas 4 


E 


14 


5 
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In a cottage at night may I take great delight? 
In the fields and the meadows all day, | 
With my ſweet Horimel, whoſe charms 40 excell 


All the beautiful flowers in may _ 
When the lark, with ſhrill tone, fings aloft in 


the morn, | 
Let my faireſt and I then awake; | 
View the far diſtant bills mongſtthe ſweet 
purling ulls, 
Then ariſe, and our cottage forſake. 


When the fun ſhines 0» high, that wy charmer 
To ſome neighbouring plain may repair 3 

There ſweet — m 4 ; and ke defy, 
rr 


And, when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſaunter and tray 5 


: 5 Let the moon's flyer beams thro the trees dart 


their gleams, 


y 'Shew the path, and eondu us our Ways. 


W Let — nightingale's ſong paſs the thickets 


ong 5 | 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move 
And let no other talk be expreſfs'd in our walk, 


+ But of tender carefiing and lore - 


At 82891 ict, with my . | 
* els d, 
Pie our eyes are clos d up in their lidsy” 
Let us hug, ay and kiſs, and taſte of that blits, 
Which che ſun- nine aud daylight forbids- 
n so 
| * 


* b 
23 ; * 


* 


1 
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Youth adorn'd with every art, 
A To Ir 
n ſecret mine poſſeſs d: 
The morning bud that faizeſt blows, 
The vernal oak that ſtraiteſt grows, 
| His face and ſhape expreſs'd- 


In moving ſounds he told his tale, 


Soft as the 'fighings of the 
That wakes 2 your: : 


. wonder he co 
' Whom ha y or om 'd v0 Cl pls 


. Whom 
At morn he left me—fought, and fell 3 


The fatal evening heard his knelly _ 47 


And ſaw the tears I ſhed : 
Tears that muſt ever, ever fall ; 


For ah! no fighs the paſt recall, 


WN ee wil 


5 SONG ©. 


1 HE ſhepherd's plain life 

.— guilt, . rife, 

As 45 directe, 7 
That bliſs he expets 


From health, and quiet of hearts 
G z 


e * ye e 3 
Beneath whaſe ale ſhadows I ſtray, 
0 


tay | © 
Vain grandeur.and power 
Thoſe toys of an ww 5 $5.74 
Tho — are toĩling to find ; 
Can titles or ſhow _ 
Contentmeut beſtow ? 


All happineſs dwells i in de mind 
Behold the gay roſe ! 


How lovely it grows, + / - 


Secure in the depth of the vale. 
2 oak, that on high | 3 
res to the sky, | 
Both abies and tempeſt 1. 


Then let us the ſnare 
Of ambition beware, | 
That ſource of vexation and ſmart: - 
And ſport on the glade, _ 
Or tepoſe in the ſhade, -— 
With health and with quiet of heart. 


o N G b. 


. 


the breaſt of m 3 alone 
Theſe ſighs hid ſweęt echo conveys 

Wherever he pepfively leads, 
we fountains, on hill, or in grove, // 
His hegt will FP in what ſhe means, * 


Who ſings boch om ſorrow and ww. q | 


More ſoft than the nightingale's ſong, 2 
O waft the ſad ſound to his ear: | 


+ And ſay, tho' divided & long, | * 
1 friend of his boſom is near · 0 Then 


= 


Then tell him what years hej 
Then tell him what ages of pain 

I felt while I liv'd in his fight ! 

I feel vill I fee him again — 


| SONG 6. © 
HEN Britain firſty at heav'n's c 
Azofi im ont the azure indus : * 
This was the charter of the la d, 
And guardian Angels ſung this ſtrain : 


Rule, Britanma, rule the waves z 
| Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations not fo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall 3 
While thon malt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all 
0 Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 
1 Britons never quill be ſlave s. 


Should war, ſhould faction ſhake ile, 
And fink to and . 8 
Heav 'n ſtill hal on Britannia ſmile, . ©; 
Reſtore her wealth, and raiſe her names ©, 
Rule, Britaunia, rele the waves 3 
© Btitons never will be faves: 


I RUTA, ther won oby Os 

55 ©» Serves but to root thy native oak 

* Still more majeſtie ſhalt thou riſe, 

my _ From foreign, from domeſtic ſtroke- 
Role, Britannia, rule the wayes 5 

= - . Britons never will be flaves. > 


* - 
- 


* 
2» 


7 
8 
„ 


% 


* 
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How bleſt the Prince, reſerv'd by fate, RV 
In adverſe, days to mount the throne)... 
Renew thy once triumphant ſtate, 1 
And on thy grandeur build his % n!! 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 
Britons never will be flaves- 3 


His race ſhall long, in times to come, | 
So heav/nordaing, th — wiel, 
Re yer d abroad, belov'd at e, Wo 4 
And be at once thy ſword and ſhields. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the auer, d 
Britons never will be ſlaves» | 


The Muſes, ftill of freedom fond, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair : 
Bleſt iſle, with matchleſs beauties crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair - | 

Reale, Britannia, rule the avez 


Briten ver qwill be ſlaves». . 


2 9 Yr a _ 
H E N in unbounded glory bright, 
The ſyn fhines out — 51 Ly rays, 
Pain d with exceſs of pleaſing light, . 
No eye can bear the mighty blare: 
But when ſurtounding clouds 2 ſtream 
Of light contract, too great before, 8 


Fa 


The eygdwells on the ſotten d beam, 4 
| Tho“ eſs the blaze, the pleaſure more, V. 
Tho' leis the blaze, the pleaſure more. 1 


F'er grief its fables round you A * 


* 


4 * 


% 


9 


7 A 8 Yrs CLNER +4 ana bas 
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What with Goft pleaſure now I vi 1 
Has often chatm d me quite to pain · 
How chang'd thy method, God of love! _ 
To thy deſpiters new alm + 
For now whoſe heart ſecure can prove,” © - - 


When grief and ſable help tocharm ? 
SONG 63. 
422 to the Fair from my child hood Iv'e 


TY Teo 
been, ot. 
ore the ſoft down had appeared on my'chin, 
And 'tis from experience all matters are known, 
I've found em all kind, from Clarinaa to Foan : 
F'll ſtrive to pars by dint of the pen, 


That women love kifling as well as the men. 


Young Cloe was wanton, but ſe les ſhe had, 
I wog'd her ſo cloſtly ſhe yielded, egad! _ 
And « Anke be conſtant? ſhe whiſper'd and 


ery d: . 
I knew what I thought, fo T ſmiling reply d, 
My dear, can you doubt it? and kiſs d her again; 
For women love kiſſing as well as the men · 


- Chaſte Celia devontly read lectures to me, 


She wondred what pleaſure in kiffing cou be; 
I preſs'd her to try it, and then ſpeak het mind: 
She made the ſweet proof, and grew inſtantly 


kind, | 


# 
Then anſwer'd me ſoftly, I' try it again: 
[women love kifling as well as the men · 


| Women are erüel; is all a miſtake; | 
or ev'ry fair female at beatz is a rake ; 
4. ELF. | + In DErS 


1 a * 
4 * 
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fTis conduR, ye lovers, the damſel ſeeures 3 
Stick cloſe to her lips, ſhe's infallibly yours z . 
And ſearch thro the ſex, I'll lay twenty to ten, 
All women love kiſſing as well as the men- 


SONG 64. 


LYTH Yee) yoout and any. 

B Is all 4 delight z ow 
pp my N 

| all my night. 

"Tis winter then with me ; 

But when he tarries here, 


*Tis ſuramer all the years 


When I and met 
Firſt on 42 452 77 dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tr * 
And love was all his tale. | 
| ou are the laſs, ſaid he, | 
That ſtaw my heart frac me ; 
O eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhaw diſdain. 


Well can m k 
His love y Jockey buck | "WET 
He made my heart full blyth _ - '®: 
When he firſt ſpake to me - #4 
His ſuit I ill deny'd, .. *: 
He kiſs'd, and I comply d: oY 


Sae Fockey is'd-me, 787 
That he wad faithful be. 8 
Sad when he gangs away 5 Tis. 


[8] 
Tis night when Fockey glooms, 
But when he ſmiles tis day» - 
When out eyes meet, I panty, W 
1 colour, ſigh and faint.z 4D $16% If 7 
What laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her mind ? 


| 8 ON G hg. 4 


EN years, like Troy, my ſtubborn heart 
Wichſtood th? Haul of fond defire : 

But now, alas! I feel a ſmart; 
Poor I, like Troy, am ſet on fire. ' 
wag” 


oy 


With eare we may a pile ſecure, l 
And from all common — defend : 
But oh! who can a houſe ſecure, 1 
When the caleftial flames deſcend 


Thus was I ſafe, till frem your eye 
Deſtruttive fires are brightly , given 
Ah! who can ſhun the warm ſurprize, 

When lo! the light'ning — heaven · 


SONG 66. — * 


| OU?”D you taſte the noon-tide air? 
To you fragrant bow'r repair, 
ere woven with the poplar 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you · 


Down each fide a fountain flows, 

Tinkling, murm ring, as it goes 

Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, |, * 
- Sultry Phæbus ſcorching round. Round 


- A 


Round the languid herds and 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks 
While on the hyacinth and roſe , 

The fair does all alone repoſe. ( 


All * — in her arme 

Yor tered e ts one's me 
ill $ g, you own 

th of love axf joys all 8 


8 ON . 


EAR Cle attend 
To th' advice of a friend, Sy 
| And tor onee eee bd 
Before you eng 
To wed with ol ahe 
Think how ſummer and e * 


So aneient a fruft, 
| S, _ of a — 
oom d to a deeay: 
- »* "Youth an Tas - 


But old age in young arms 


Is like froſty weather in May» | 


Believe me, dear maid, _ wy 
Wben the beſt cards are play'd, | 
; You we po canmeet with a trump z F 
And to help the jeſt ons 
When the ſucker is gone, 
What a plague would you do with a pup? 


1 Wann 
| Think of matriage ne ee ; 


* 


11 


need not be fond of Peaks =_ 
cripple. that beg» ) 
wind any legs, 

Can have no o cH for ſhags- Sende A 


A clock out of gepair 
Doth but badly declare 
The hour of the day or the night 5 


5 unleſs $00 dear loves, . 


um move ? 
Ten Gy py ee if the clock ſhould n. 


8 ON G 68. 
TI a ſmall pleaſant village, 888 


er pat honeſt ſhepherds the quiet retreat, 
There liv'd a young laſs of fo lovely a mein, 
As ſeldom at court or at balls can be ſeen : 
The . toſe was zull ble vn * 
cheek, 
The lily diſplay'd all its white on hec neck þ 
The lads of the village all trove o aſſail, 
And call'd her in raptures ſweet Nav of the 


Faſt you — the pallees ts 
Crying wounds h could hus her and kifs her 
Ard Bic with her beaury was ſo much pof- 
Thas be loathe his foods ad ahapdan' his 


ſhe ee d $a nothing in them to end ear, 
> ſent them away with a flog in . 


. 


And ſaid no ſuch boobies cou'd tell a love tale, 


Or bring to compliance ſweet Nan of the valc. 


Till young Roger the ſmarteſt of all the gay 
green 
Who lately to London on a frolick had been, 
t * much ine in bis air and ad- 
eis, 

And boldly attack d her, not fearing ſucceſs ; 

He — "ron n form'd ſuch ripe bps to be 

4.4 3 

And preſs'd her ſo cloſely the cou'd not reſiſt, 

And 1 the dull clowns the right way to 
i 

And brought to his viſhes ſweet Nan of the 


" vale. 


SONG 60% 
ov tell me een 


how true, 
And eaſy, and chatty, and good humour 'd too; 
That my lips are as red as the roſe · bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale s, ſweetly 
in tune : 
All this has been told me by twenty before, 
But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more · 


But he that would win me, Cc. 


If beauty from virtue receive no Cupply, > 
Nor prattle from prudence, how wanting am 11 
e and good. 
bring 


My eaſt humour ſhort ca PTures will 


And my dae like the prong + ae 
but a ſpring 


wy 


— 
Co 
* 


1 
—_— 


S 1 FS, 


[ 35 ] 
Fo ſuch as theſe, chen your | prajſes 
ve o'er 


lov for 1 
Tom i 


Then talk to me nor ct thape Age i 


For Cloe, the wanton, can rival me t 
"Tis virtue, alone, that makes beapey look y look gays 
And Fry ps Sood humour as- fi 


For that i you loye me, your fame Nur 


And I, hy in wy van way be caught lors aa 
I, in * turn, Cc. 


SONG 70. 
E HOLD the ſweet flowers around, | 

B And all the gay heautics they wehr, 

et none on Ly n can be found | 

So lovely * 4 is 

So lovely, & cif < 

Ye warblers — our weet — *2 

No longer i *. e your 


o 

a over your 

To ſoften m OP" „e. 
To ſoften, N 14 


Oft times in yon flow'ry vale, 
I breathe my * png þ in a 
'F p Fees attends 8 255 tale, 
weetens _ ; 
And ſwectens, * 


. 


* 


* 


[86 ] [ 

Bat Celia, whoſe breath might perfame 
The boſom of Hora in May, 9 9 13 

4 BY boſom, &c. © F | 
till frowning, proftiunces my doom 
Regardleſs vl I can fay- 8 


4 itn K. G. NA bo: 


TD Eneath a beech's grateful ſhade, 
Young Collin lay complaining _ 
e figh'd; and ſeem d to love a maid, '". 
Wirhout hopes of obtaining: 8 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief; 
Tho” pity cannot move thee, 
Tho' thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet, Peggy, I mult love thee · 


Say, Peggy, what has Collin done, 
hat thus you cruelly uſe him? 

If love's a fault, tis that alone, 

For which you ſhould excuſc him. 
Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 

This fire by which I languith ; 7 
Tis thou alone can quench the fame, 

And cool its ſcorching anguiſh- 


For thee I leave the ſportive' plain, 
Where ev'ry maid invi tes me; 
For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 

For 5 that only llights me: | 
This love that fires my faithful heart, 
By all but thee's commended : 
Oh would thou aft ſo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended · 

| | That 


87 ] 


That beauteous breaſt, ſo ſoft to „ 


Scem'd tenderneſs all over, 


Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, 
Gainſt thy 9 lover · 


Not Collin's care e er move thee, 
Yet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
Sr Ten, 1 muſt love thee. 


$0NG 72. 


a; T Polwart on the green 


If you'll meet me the morn, . 


here laſſes do convene 


To dance about the thotn - 


A kindly welcome you ſhall meet 


Frac her who likes to view 
A lover and a lad compleat, 
The lad and lover you | 


Let dorty dames ſay Na 

As lang as e er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna 

While inwardly they bicez;_ 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 

And yield my heart to thee 5 
Be ever to the captive kind, 

That langs na to be free. | 


At Palwart on the green, 
ng the new mawn hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 


ii 


Alas! tho? it ſh d ne'er relent, 22 G k 


* 


jd 7 


_ 


acht PR , hrang | 
s be oer t laid, 
1. | thou be 4. of thine, t 
halt be welcome, my dear lad, 
Then ee % | 


1:80 N G 73+ 


ROM ſweet bewitching tricks of love 
F Youtag men your hearts ſecure, 
- 2 the paths of ſenſe you rove 
otage premature: 
* at each laſs 
Thro' wWiidom's glafs, 
Nor truſt the naked eye: 
Gallants bewate, 
Look ſharp, take tare ! 
The blind eat many a fly · 


Not only on their hands and neck 

The borrow'd white you'll find ; 

Some belles, when intereſt directe, 
Can even paint the mind: 


Joy in diſtreſs p 
ey can rels 3 
Their very ita can lye * 
Gallants beware, 
Look ſharp, take care 


The blind cat many a fly. 


There's not a ſpinſtet in the teal 
But all mankind can cheat, | 
Down to the cottage from the helm, 
The learn'd, the brave and great- 
With lovely looks, 
hooks, 


4 — 


1891 
T'entangle us they try: _ 
Gallant be ! 
Look ſharp, take care 
The blind eat many a fly - 


Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
Was earth of parchment made, | 
Was ev'ry ſingle ſtick a quill, | » 
Wo Each man a ſcribe by trade; 4 
To write the tricks | 
Of half the ſex, 
Would ſuck the ocean dry: 
Gallants beware, 
Look ſharp, take care 
The blind cat many a fly · * 


80 N 8 74 


E Fair, from man's inſidious love 

Your tender hearts defend, 
Leſt the miſtaken bliſs ye prove, 
But ſorrow in the end; A 

Thro' ſorrow ſcan, = 
Each artful man, 

Nor truſt your car or eye: * 
Young maids beware, n 
Men fiſh enſnare 


With looks as fair as ſummer ſſow rss, + 
Soft words, like honey ſweet, Fi 
And tears, that fall in gentle ſhow'rs,' | 


Your pity they'll intrear,z wy 
' To common arts, : ; 
To catch vou Peer, 
) N R Y 2 Each 5 


901 
Each foible to deſtry: 
Young maids. bewate, 
Men fiſh enſnare 
With artificial fly. 


The honeſt clown, that plows the land, 

In love is all a cheat; 
And monarchs, born to bigh command, 

Well know the dear deceit; | 

In love's ily tricks 
And 2 
gie is a lye : 
oung maids beware, 

Men fiſh enſnare 


| Were clods of .carth all ahimate, 
Each blade of graſs a tongue, 
Twou'd waſte their moiſture to 
The miſchiefs men have dont : 
Then guard your hearts 
From Cipid's darts, 
And all the ſex defy : 
Young maids beware, 
Men fiſh enſnare 
With artificial fly. 


SONG ys 
seem Day o'er the grein meadow 1 


A 


A IA oh me, and held my hand faßt; 


Tben cry'd my deat Lacy, thou eaule of my 
care | 

How long malt «ty faithful young unf, 

Aeſpair 7 = _ 


- 


191 
To crown my ſoft wiſhes no 1 be my: 
But frowning 1 anſwer'd, Oh! fie ſhepherd fle 


He 2 me his paſſion like time ſhou'd eu- 
ure 5 

haben” x which kindled | his flame, wou'd 
ecure: 

Da A charms were for pleaſure 
eſign | | 

And youth was the ſeaſon to love and be kind: 

Lord! what cou'd I fay ? I con'd hardly deny 3 

But faintly I utter'd Oh! fle Shepherd fie. 


He ſwore, with a kiſs, that he would not 
refrain 3 
J told him twas rude, but he kiſs'd me again 3 
My conduct, 77 fair ones, in queſtion ne ex call, 
Nor think I did wrong; I did nothing at all: 
Reſolv'd to reſiſt, yer inclin'd-to comply; 
Now gueſs if I fill ſaid, Oh! fie the 

fie» | 


SONG 76. 


APPY's the love which meets returng 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal bura: 
words are wanting to diſcoyer 
The totments of a hopeleſs lover -· TI 
Ye regiſters of heav'n, relare, © © 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate 4 uh 
Did you there ſer me mark d to matro w 
Mary Sxor, the flower bf Yarrow ? th 


Ah no! herform's tio h t, 
Het love the gods above ry fine - 


92 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Jarrow» 


Be buſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 

My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 

Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh : 

Wich ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 

The folks who dwell above the sky; 
When Mary $:07's become my marrow, 
Well make a paradiſe on Yarrow, 


8 ON. 77. 


EAR _ fide of a pond, at the foot of 
a hil ds 1 5 
A tree hearted fellow attends on his mill: 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong, roſy hue o'er 
his face, 1 

And honeity gives een to awkwardneſs grace» 
Beflower'd with his meal does be labcur and 
_  fing 4 
And repaling at night he's as bleſt as a king; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill 
Of liquor home-brew'd, to ſucceſs of his mill · 


He makes no nice N of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid. 
His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 


And he values not them ef ten thouſang a 20 
32 . f p 10 . 38 


-- 


7 


[93] 

He's a frethold, fiufficient to give him a vote 

At elections, he ſcorus to accept of a groat : 

He hates your proud placemen, and do what 
they will, 

They ne'er can ſeduce the n man of- the 


mill 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 

And hopes that out ſtateſmen dg all for the beſt; 

That e Spaniards ſhall ne er interrupt our 
"Ys. trade, 

Nor good britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid: 

He fears the and commerce increaſe, 

And — wiſhe . ſtill may have 


Th * lan 
wh 72 wn he. 3 VE ſtrength 


To met i aber dy AT ide is 


ou 


With ghls 3 by goes home to his 


if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 


204 over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, , 


Or, = the ſtiff plough turns up furrows of 
His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engiifb 


glee, 


his country happy and fee 
Vith his hand bn 2 to king George 


does he fill, 


And may al loyal fouls aft the man of the 


- mill 


SONG 
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HERE lived a man in B. leno, crazy, 

I Who wanted a wife to make him uneaſy 
Long had he figh'd for the dear Aly Croaker, 
And thus the gentle youth beſpoke her; 
Will you marry me dear Ally Croaker- ' | 
Will you marry me dear Alt » Ally Croaker. 


| This artleſs young man, juſt come from the 
4 ſchooler 5 : 
A. novice in love and all its foolery, 
Too dull for a wit, too grave for a joaker, 
And thus the gentle yoyth beſpoke her; 
Will you many me, dear A/ly Croaker- 
Will you marry me, dear Ally, Ally Croaber. 


He drank with the father, he talk'd with the 
mother z | | | W 
He rompt with the ſiſter, he gam'd with the 
brother; n ef 
He gam'd till he pawn'd his coat to the broker, 
Which loft him the heart of his dear Ally 
Cruater. | | 
Oh! the fickle, fickle A!'y Croaker- 
Oh! the fickle Aly, Ally Croaker- 


| To all ye young men who are fond of gaming, 
0 "Who are ſpending your money whilſt others 
| Ware faving, 1 . 
Fortunes a jilt, the Deb el may choak her, 

A jilt more inconſtant than dear Ally Cronker ; 
Oh! the inconſtant Ally Croaker, 

Oh! the inconſtant Ally, Ally Croater. 


SONG 


he 


kd 


TY 


And kindly vow'd that ev'ry night 


e 
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HE night her filent ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the skies ; 


Ot glitr'ring ſtars appear'd no more 


Than thoſe in Nelh's eyes» 

When at her father's yate Iknock d, 
Where I had often been, 

She ſhrouded only with her ſmock, 
Aroſe and loot me in · 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd; ' 

Her ſwelling breaft and glowing face 
And ev 'ry touch enflam'd. 

My eager paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv the fort to win; 


And her fond heart was ſoon betray d 


To yield and let me in- 


Then, then, beyond exprefling, 
Tranſporting was the joy; 

I knew no greater bleſſing, 
So bleſt a man was I. 

And ſhe, all raviſht with delight, 
Bid me oft come again; 


She'd riſe and let me in · 


But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with bairn, © 
And ſighing fat and dull, | 1 
And I that was as much concern'd, — 
Look'd e'en juſt like a fool · 
er lovely eyes with tears ran 9'er, 


Repeating her raſh fin: IT, 


/ 


a 
She figh'd, and curs'd the fatal hour 
That e er ſhe loot me in- 5 


— who cou d _—_ deceive, 


_ ſuch beauty part: 5 \ 
b T lov* ſo, I could n . 
bu The charmer of my hears : 5 „ 
1 But wedded, — conceal d our cxima: 
Thus all was yell again, 
And now ſhe thanks the happy time 
That e ler the loo me in- 


sON G80 


* Pate is a lover | 
* M. His mind is mer sgi, 
| breath is ſweeter than new bay, 


His face is fair and ryddy- 
His ſhape is free eg 


He's an in his — 
The ſhining of his een — 4 3 
"Tis heaven tu hear him tau king · 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was 1 
There mony a kindly word 4 
That ſet my heart a glowz 
He kiſs'd, aud vow'd he ing mine, 
And lood me bet of on 
© Thar gars me like to ſing Laage. 
O cory rigs te bey. 


Let maidens of a fy mind 

Refuſe what maiſt they're w 8 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd 3 
We chaſtly ſhould be granting; 1 


Wich faith 5 
Nee ed s of org in cet, be 


Fg) 
Then I'll y and marry Pate, | 
Gne whe N ex 

1 free to LNG on lhe a 

Where corn rigs are bonny -. 


S ON G 81. Gai L.0f Ft : 4 


HE fun was. funk the kill, 9 
Phe weſtern 8 12 the with gold 

Clear was the ky, the wind was fill, © © 
The flocks were pen'd within the Rub Fo 


When in the filence of the ” 9 
Poor Damon thus defpair'd of gron Wag ot v4 


Who e w þ plugk the ge gr roſe - 
ec 5 


Wh the r or 00zy 
o from ack weed that barten grows e 
Expekts th e grape or 5 5 . ” 


No flocks have I, or fleecy care, _ 4 
No. fields chat wave with bel n git, 
0 paſtures green, or gardens fair, 

Th: * 's venal heart — 14 : 
en all in 125 my fighs muſt proves 

Whoſe whole eſtate, alas ! is love: 


How wretched is the Faithful n | 1 4 


Since women's hearts are bought and 


They ask no Vows of ſacred truth; 
Wh hene'er the 2 figh, £ * figh to gold - 
0 


Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove — 


Thys I am LR habe but loves, 
1 To 


£ 


To buy the gems of India's coaft, t. 
What wealth, what riches would ſuffice ? 

Yet India's ſhore ſhould never boaſt, 5 
The luſtre of thy rival eyes: | 

For there the world too cheap muſt prove 5 

Can I then byy——who have but love? 


Then, Mary, fince nor gems nor ore _ 
Can with thy brighter ſelf compare, 
juit, as fair, and value more, | 
han gems or ore, a heart fincere : 
Let treaſure meaner beauties prove; 


Who pays thy worth, wuſt pay in love», 
of | 8 O N G | 82. 
OME, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave 


87 4 

Let's have _ more female impert ' nence and 
n e ; APY 4 i 2 ; — 

For I've try'd the endearments and pleaſures of 


love, | 

And I find they're but noneſenſe and whime 
fies, by Fove- 2 * 

When firſt of all Betty and I were acquaint, 

I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh d like a faint: 

But I found her religion, her face, and her love, 

Were hypocriſy, paint, and ſelf-intcreſt, by Fove- 


Sweet Cecil came next with her languiſhing air, 
Her on:fige was orderly,” modeſt and fair; 
But ber ſoul was ſophifticare, ſo was her love, 


For I found ſhe was only a ffrumpet, by Jove. 
& "hl, 


z 


1 99 “1 


Little g. donble-gilt Jevay' > gold chany' me, at. 
(You ; know marriage and money together Joes 
But the, (IR forgetting her vows and her 


love, 
Gave her gold to u | 


Foves 


Come fill me a val then, brave TO 
Here's BY farewell to female nd: and | 

noiſe : | 
J know few of the ſex that are worthy my 


love; 


ergeben an jt L | abhor chem, by | 


Oe . N Y 
IJ * „ 1 J. . 
k £5 
of % 
d 1 
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Y ſweeteſt May, let love Inline Ale, 
T' accept a heart which he defigns the 
And, as your conſtant ſlave, re fol 
Syne for its faithfulneſs'reward it · 

Tis proof a ſhot to birth or money 

But yields to what is ſweet and 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a al, 4 
There's my thumb it will ne er Beer Sh 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are, 

Thy boſom white,” and legs fac fine are, 

5 — when in pools I ſee thee clean 'em 5 
norm away my heart between em · 

I „and I wiſh, while it gaes 5 

O gin I bad thee on a mountain, 


I 2 20 Tube 


5 


88. 
Te Heck aud Kin and a“ mon- d tevile these, 1 
There's my thumb Ft _ne'er nn thees Vs 


E. thro" flow” ry | bene Ts 
enting my — leſt — te wander > V 
in tho w'll + I'll dawt thee gaylics 
And pr; * ay Wend Ih ne'er belle hee. 5 
O my dear Haie, it is but daffin, 
To had thy wooer 7 ay niff naffin. \ 
"That na, na, ga, I. bate N mol t el, | 
whe.” mY and Tu ge I * eg | 5 


$0NG 84. 


cee with pleaſure, 
I gaze on my treaſure, _ 
Wi le 1 raviſh my bk FJ 4 
e A 9 
n N N 
12 my delighte 7 
on bleſt i 18a lover, 
Whoſe torments are 2 
Was! ars and his pain 
auty ar ex 5 he 
"Ker with N =: of 


O NG 84. 


en me Cot, how to prove 
My boaſted flame fin 11 

is hard # tell how dear 1 ove, 2 
And hard to hide my care. 


91 


Thine eyes can well his lig 


[107] 
Sleep in vain diſplays her charms, 
71 od ety O72 
Vainly ſpreads her filken arms, 
And copcts me to her breaſt, | 


| | 2 AF 
Where can Strephon find repoſe,  _ x) 


If Cle is not there? { v8 
For ah no peace his boſom knows, © 
When abſent from the fai. 

What tho' Phebxs from on high a/ 
Withholds his cheatful rays Mi eld hb, 
t ſupply, 20 
And give me more than day - 


O NGG 


5 1 za Nane £1 
THAT means this niceneſs now of late, 
\ Since time that truth does prove? 
Such diſtance may conſiſt with ſtate, 
But never will with love. Ma rege 2 
Tis either cunning or diſdain +7;7% i 
That does ſuch ways allow 5 | 1100 
The firſt is baſe, the laſk is van: 
May neither happen you · 


r 
: 


For if it be to draw me on, 45; 
You over aft your part; 0 


And if ir be to have me gone, 


You need not half that art: 
For if you chance a look to caſt, 
That ſeems to be a frown, ' © | 
I'll give you all the love that's 


The reſt ſhall be my on 4 


bats {ho 


. 


* © 


. d= 
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APFER tee 
And all the young 65 of theie cribs were pe- 
3 Whitefoot and Puſs in the aſhes were 
And a es ruſh candle juſt over e 


| 33 N diſhes and platter, 
„ eee 


. u wy as much to the eye 
(ber eee 7 


plowman i'thꝰ chimney lay ſnoaring, 


TP 211 3 ſore vext at hisclewniſh 


Did ſtr er- head 
The l rr bed 


Up ſtarted Roger, and rubbi his eyes, 

Sulait to bie dear Urfla in af n he hies 

'Then leaning his elbow on 

Complain'd chat bis 
crack» 


je 


®. 2d 


ce 


Les 
Roger ſuch an affronty 
And Yor an . of wh wy what: night come 


on't 5 
He gave her a kick with ſuch wonderous 


mettle, 
As tumbl'd poor Urlla. quite over the kettle. 


This noiſ and rumbling ſet Geiler awakitg, 
And fearing eſt hirves had been ſtealing his 


With b pur down the ſtairs in u dice he came 


ſtumbling, 
way he — Roger gaping . von- 
tumlbing · 


lay 


Por take yon, quot be, for a rogue ad a 


whore 3 
So turn'd — lovers quite out of the door 
Nor minding the rain, nor the cold 


weather, , 


To finiſh their loves in « bogiye ee, 
SON G 8, 


W f ; 

That love green ficlds and wade, 

en ſpring newly both 
Herſelf does adorn. . 


With flow'rs and bloowing duds GW 
Come fing in the-graiſe, "£255 U 


1 


Adorn'd with — 
Wich waſhes and paint 
Her skin does taint, 


L * 1 | 

And is cold dews, © ö 
Wich clouted — 

Do carry the milking-pail, | 


The Goldels of the morn 


With blaſhes t adorn, ' } 2039 L 


And take the freſh air, 
Whilſt linnets prepare 


A concert on each green thorn; 


The blackbird and d chruſh 


And the n, e 
e charming nightingale, 


The jolly train 
That carry "the milking-pail. 


When cold bleak winds do — 4 


And flow'rs can ſpring no _ 


The fields that were ſeen | 


So pleaſant and green, 


By winter are-candy'd oer; 


Oh! how the'town laſs = 
Looks with her white . 

And ber lips of deadly —— 
But it's not ſo 


With thoſe that go aun: 


 'Thro' froſt and =_ y 
With cheeks that glow, 1 
To carry the milking · pail· 


ee 


a 


— 
% 


The miſs 1 nad ats es 


and gold, 


She s wither'd before ſhe's old: 


1 105 ] 
un 22 5 


n 

with cuſhions plum 

What joys ate 1 
In ruſſet goon, 


Voung, plump and e hh wt 1 
And wee 2 ſound, n aun): * 
To carry the —_— 1 


. — a i bad 
In praftifing, feats, — 
Wich cold and with heats, 
Make lovers grow idol ont 6, 8 875 
| En RN | h 
o value 
Of the wates mo fic for le, 
What ſtore aux 
Won'd dawb their cloaths, | N 


5 — a noſe, 


m Song ifs eats 


e country lad is free K 
How fears avid jealoufſy/, ; 
When on the green 
1 ſeen 7 TA 1 
* 2 \F 
Wich ki 2s moſt fect „ N 


{ 106 
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1 * 5 
M His ar ay — — 
Y | 


while he teaches us to die, 
He Ss our living · 


To die's a le we l know 22 
Too ſoon, without a maſter :: 

Then le t us only ſtudy now, 
How: wo cy Bre: Fase 


To live's tb love, to Vieſs, be * q 5 
With mutual inclinationn 

Share then my ardour in your breaſt, 
And kindly meet my paſſion. 


Tag) if ys bleſsd I may not lee, 


n you deny, hey” oo 
To 1 yo our Septet gives YT 
*Tis I muſt learn to die · ny 


$0NG 90. 


O all my ience hey wn me amounts 
Since fifte Jong winters I fairly _ 


count 


Was ever damſel ſo bins 4, 
For to live to theſe nas at e. 


maid ! 


Yeh tri um land a 0 5 
Eat a my 


„ 


# v 7 


[ 107 1 ver 1 
ſt fort, er kim n 
You W a ſtrong 5 or form 4 


Tu ſtand by, like ede and fe nie a 


Ye Lawyers ſo who with ſlippery VIE 
Can pas ot or with right or with 


wrong 
Can it be or by law or by equity faid, Ha 
That a Ty young gi 2 e 7 . old 
AS | 


& 


Ye learned maden whoſe meet th 2. 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can cure or can kill, 

To a poor for lorn damſel contribute your aid, . 
Who * E fick——of SS 


{$3453 3% C 


You, Fops, I invoke not to kits tom my fo fog 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex 2 
Ye echo of ethos, and ſhadows'of ry 3 lg 
For if I had yu I might ſtill be . 


SON G 91. ger 


OME fing 4 of the Roſe, 
And call Nr the Oatingham pelle; 
While others do ferſes compoſe . 
On peautiful Molly Lapelle. 


But of all the young firgins ſo faie, 
Which Pritain's great monarchy owns, . 
In "Via there's none can com 


pare 
d 1 id Shonts. . 
ith hur charming dear Gromifr; U my 


„ by 
Wer 23 E upon 2 2 . 2 
"TE 1450 eb ber S0 2 
tals the 1 
1 old pug bete . 4. 
t hur ean more treaſure tiit over 


Tn peautifel Groinifrig Shonese | +) 


From the piggeſt great mountain in Pri 15 
Hur would fenture the e hur ml | 


855 — — — e 


IS 61 


ot the Ne s pitiful 
Ib 2 555 o — ful ve 
His fate, when in s remote 


Hur is apſent from Grojnifrid Sons 
Hs is than hone We 1 
: Hur 15 921 ns in 4 2 4354 E 
To praiſc hur tear Gaytn- ones. 
* harp of, — Tov furpaſſes 
So Ter, Hp Meer: > — 
Are excelled jo? £7; 4 
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* Im going, and at the day 
er at home) or alous in the throng, 


1 


—— Mw 
I find that my paſſion 's {6 rely ad nes 


my ſong. | 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Or a, Ba- 
linamone Ora, © hit 

A kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 3 
Since the firſt time I ſaw you, I take no repoſe, 


I ſleep all the day to forget half my woes; 


So hor is the flame in m om which glows, 
By St- Patrick I fear Ze burn theo' my 


2 | 

Tour pretty black hair for me. 
In my conſcience I fear I ſhall die in my graves 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelin will thavey 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was See M you made him your 

ve · | | N | 

Sing Balinamone, Oc 4 

Your pretty black eyes for me, — 
On that happy day, when I make you my bride 
wang es long ſword how I'll ſtrut and 
| 'll ſtride! . 

In a coach and fix horſes with honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your fide» 
Sing Balinamone, Ce 1 

Tour little ephite fiſt for Mes | 


SONG 93. 


ICK of the town at once I flew 
To contemplation's rural ſeats 
Adieu, ſaid I, vain world adieu! 

Feels only ftudy to 8 | 


Ld 


” * 
| . 2 


* 


#3 
That your name, when I'm flear, runs in * 


110 
boaks h- 
| * n mn an wail fg 
All thefe 8 was mighty well, 
Bat vet I wanted ſomgghing more 


k to th are 
Back to t 1 u94] again 


I ſoon ret in 1 to find 


for imayina1 
Qui r peace of mind: 


8 of gragde ur every, hour 
By turns my ee, Au; 
The werld em d all pure my, pow 17 


But yet I wanted ſomerhing ft 


(ger and pew by vans were nd 
2 fair 
dag 


A bride o Namen of rhe 1 
All nature ſmil'd, the gloom was cheat d, 
Damon was Lied, I can't tell hows 


Each place a paradiſe appear'd, | 
| And f wanted N nowWe 


$0ONG 94+ 


H! u all a 5 
Condemmn'd hard faxes to prove! 
L rather would have laid-in, 
Than thus have dy q tor love ! 


| ”T'was hard t'encounter dęath- a | 
Before the bridal bed: 
! wou'd I had ke: t my breach, 


e . e e 


- 


[ my). 


80 N 66. fl 
ROM al her = kicks 1 
F So different is my Eee, — 
hat not one decerit can I gain, 


00 crown my hopes, or ſoorh my. 1 
e lovers; who: dan 2 — N 
A are 2 4 
To language all ooks EY Fo 
And in her geſtueds, zead wy fate · þ 
And if in them you chance to ind, | 
Ought that is zeutle, ought that's 54, 


Adieu mean hopes of beintz 
And all the little neſs of ſtare. 


All thoughts of grande 1 aktpise, 


That from dependance take their riſe g | 
To ſerve her ffiall be u employs  / 90 


Anh 2 - 


380 5. a 
22 1 


* 
5 


+1 

w cloſely-.yonder vine 7 
Does round chad elm's ſ g kdght 

Her wanton ringlets we 69451" 1 1/7 

That ehm, no more a — e 
Is with 'her cluſters erco] 1 

._ that fair vine, without its aid, 


 ay-groye along the ground 
| Ka 


rr . ¶ ͤ . LEES 


= — . 
: 


[ m2 ] . 
Let this; my fair one, move thy hearts 
Connubial joys to prove X 
But mark what age and cars impart z 
Nor thoughtleis ruſh on love · 
Know thy own bliſs, and joy to hear 1 


Vertumnns loves thy e 


The youthful God that rules the year 


And keeps the groves from harms. 


by ſome with ſhort-liv'd paſſion glows 


love remains the ſame ; 
On him alone thy heart beſtow, 
And crown his conſtant flame; rad 
So ſhall no froſt's untimely pow'r 
Detorm the blooming ſpring : 
So ſhall thy trees, from b ſecure, 
Tren neee 111 


s ON G . 


F been ſo killingly ſweet I could net 
For your fight it ſo charms me, 
© Chills, changes and warms me, | 
That 1 _ and I wiſh, nor know wherefore, | 
nor w 


| And my foul l g may i. an. 
'Wheu abſent, vor reſt, nor refreſhment 16a; 


Tho” alone you can clear me, 
IT rremble * near me; 
My ſenſes grow all as bewitch'd as my mũnd, 


And my e 4 * 
czhemſelves blind · pms 


* 


Hin 5 


oF so 


nt 14 As 2195546 he ol | K* 


e 0 


r 1. 


, 


TI * ? 
ith ſuch em e e 
Can gaudy dveiſes find — 4 22 oil naw? a 
To ſtop th approaches "of decays un 274 
And meRY . ft: hom dT 
%4 2 97 ** 1110 * | hag. 
Wilt a till 1 in the bar, blu 164 
8 N t 1 eine % 
nſt thou orget * 
Can all, that ſhines un hel — ing . 
Minu young thing? dit 50 as 
he £124.54, 4X C5 .M 
So have Iten in e . tt 252 
Of veal a Jucid loin, 
Replete vitii many . »7 * 
As wie philoſop l "7 Atvoy 17.4 
At once — _ und ine 


£131 K. N 4866 als b' wie 


8 O'N Go . 175 
A” deat of hight, 3 


The peaceful cottag 
ora left her folded e 
+ Love led the nymph ay 1 


Locle, nd undreſs he takes her be *. 


Toa near myttle hade: F, * 
The conſcious moon g all her tight. 


© To bleſs the ravih'd oter”s ** . 


ie 


3 


— 


_ ——— — mY 


14 


22 arms the 2 embrace 
His reſtleſs . 


At ſuch an bour, in ſuch a 2 


What lover cou'd contain 7 | i 


Tn vain ſhe call'd the e 
moon no ſuccour gave; 8 
The cruel ſtars unmov'd Iook d on, 
And ſeem d to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her honour ſave. · 


Van uiſh'd at laſt kl love Pl 
The erer | 
png 1 l. 


She bluſh'd and .dy'd away 1 


Yet prais d the grove her ſecret light, 44 


And youth that did betray z ; 


And panting, dying with delight, 70 
She bleſs'd 5; 1 kind tranſ; (porn night, 


And cuss'd | approaching day. 
80 N S 100. 
pa ſend me back my heart, 
0 


Sinęe I cannot have thine; 
r if from yours you will not parts 
Way then 


Ja LY IS: on't, let it Bos - 
To ſend it me were yain 5 a 
or thou'ſt a thick in cither eye 


Will fteal u back againe - 


14 you keep mine * 


no more ſhe ne iy 
Since no kind ſtars were found above, 


7 SONG 
6 > > 


ſr 1181 f 
SPNG 10. 


Ly 
AY Floris of noble birth, 
eee. F 
2 a bl 9 KF 4 
nan Kult l of worth,” 1 
And much Mr a 
But then ſhe has an aunt- 8 


How oft, alas { is ala Bye gta r 
To tempt her from her guardian's fidey-  - - 
And trap her on love's hook!!! 


She's like a little wanton lamb, 2d 
That frisks about the careful mize) A 
And ſhuns the 1946. N f s . 5 iT 
Like wehe e I as + el ee 
| To ſee the j Joys L * 3 ide, 


4. 


Of all "7 feav'h Wn 
Her aunt's the diſmal gulph betwixt, | 
By an the pow'rs of malice fat, "AFC 
To cheat ms of my bean. WAY 7 

14 A, 
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H18 3 . 
ad the . al, % 
Since with my Love I've changed vows, | 
I dinna like the bigging o'r, 
For now that I'm young Robie's bride, Fr 
And miſtris of his fire-ſide, | | 
—_— ain houſe III like to guide, : 
And pleaſe me with the wess . 


/ 


6 
Then farewell to my father's 
I gang where love ibvites me; 
The ſtricteſt duty this allows, 
When love with Honour meets mes © 
When H moulds us into ane, T -} 


My Robie's nearer than my kin, K. 
And to refuſe him were a fin, . fr 16 bf 
Sac lang's be kindly troats me 


When T'm in mine ain deut, | 
True love Mall be at hand ay 
To make me ſtill a prudent ſpouſes 


And let my man command ay, 
Avoiding ilka cauſe uf ſtrife, de 
The common peſt of married liſe 
That makes ane weatied of his wife, 

And breaks the kindly band ay - 


SONG o. 


2) eee 58 
HEN Deli, on the plain appears // 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fas, 
I wou'd approach, but dare not move 3 
Tell me, my heart, if this ip love. 


Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd car 
No other voice but hersicantbeary” 7 
No other's wit but hers. appwves 1 

Tell me, my heart, if this is love · 9142 


If ſhe ſome other ſain commend, T 
Tho“ I was once his fondeſt friend. 


That inſtant enemy I pro e; | . 
Tpll mey wy hears, if this is loves » 


— a 4. Ai 3 


C 227 


is ahſent, I no more 
0 in a ll that pleas d 


The cleareſt {| — g or - OT, grovez 


} Tell me, my if this is love · 


When arm'd with inſolent diſdain | 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er m 

ſtrove to hate, bur vainly 

ell me, my heart, if this is A | 


: SONG 104. . 
, H*' M Ei, when fiſt he net aer. 
1 7 e 


of the ſea, 
n as wiſe, or at leaſt been 1 
He'd have eloughr better onꝰt, and, inſtead 
his brine 
; Wou'd have ala the vaſt ocean "ae. 7 


wines -, , 


What trafic then 7 have been on the main 

or the ſake of guors as well as for 

o fear then ie or danger of figking ; | 
The fiſhes ne 'exdrown that are always a drinking 4 


The hot thirty ſan then would drive vith 
more haſte 

Secure in the” ev "ning of ſuch a tepaſt z 

And he'd got tipſy would have "A 

$ na 

With double the vlealive i in Thetis's lap- 


By the thebs of kis' rays, and thus LT x 'Y 
'Condder how nase Phabns i 


[118 2 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 
| To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


How happy us mortals, when bleſt with el 
To fill * our veffels, and fill them again! _ 
Nay, even the beggar that has ne er a di 
Might jump In river; and drink like a fiſh 


What mirth and contentment in every brow, 
1 as IN as 4 . dancing after the | 


Trek; nds | * the l 2 on the wing, 
0 4 


they but fip, wo y fing · 
The ſtars, who I chlak don't ts drinking 
incline, 


Wr 


N e 3 
And, merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know 
That they were as happy as mortals below- 


Hall is been 4. caſe,” What had we then 


Our W til! riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd 1 
A pox ba on Neptwnt, when was in his 


* Ul. a fool, Carb a FOES Tomes 
FO 8 O N 6 10. | 
. Sen 


* 


As . — 
infant beauty co 
e A Le 


S * 
No * 
Fa When 


kugh + 

When I this N did its, | 
And prais'd the coming day 

] little acl that Ane fire, 
Wou'd take my reſt away · 


Y our charms in harmleſs childhood lay, ' 1 


As metals in a mine · 


4 1 


han youth conceal d in thine: . 


But as your charms inſenfibly 

Io their perfection preſt; 

$0 love as unperceiv'd did fly, 
And center d in my breaſt. 


My paffion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupia > rm — | 

Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw many a flaming dart- 

Each glocied in their wanton part; 

Eon rr a lover, . 

oy'd the utmoſt of his art p— 

To make a beauty, ſhes 
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Reach not to me your muſty rules, 
Ye drones that mould in idle cell; 
he heart is wiſer thaa the ſchools, _. 
The ſenſes always reaſon well · 


If mort my ſpan, T lefs can ſpare 
| To papa axle caſure We 
An hour is long if loſt in care; 


They qaly live who life enjoy · 


111 


4 
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SONG 107: 
OW ſweet the goſſiping birds that fing 
How ſweet the treaſure that Zephyrs 
ng; | 


Light-wafted on each odoriferous wing, 
That winnows the breaſt of flow'ry Spring! 


How ſweet the flowers with balm replete, 
The fawns that frolick, and lambs that bleat ! 
But oh ! above all, tho! all ſhould meet, 
My Gracey, my ſweeteſt of ſweets, is ſweet ! 


SONG 1608. 


F a noble race was Shinkin, 
Of the line of Owen Tudor; 
But hur renown is fled and one, 


Since cruel love purſued hug. | 


rod e 


— —— — —— —— 
1— ———— — — 
— — fo — > I Ing _ 
— 


5 * 2 oe 2 — — 
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Fair Winney's.cyes bright-ſhining | | 
And lily breaſts allwing, 
Poor Shinkin's hearr with fatal dart 

Have wounded paſt all euring · 


Hu was the prettieſt fellow 
At ſtool-ball or at cricket 1 
At hunting-race, or foot-ball chace, 
Cot's plut ' how hur could kick it | 


But now all joys are flying, | 
All pale and wan her cheeks too; ; 
\ Hur heart ſo akes, hur quite forſakes - 


Hur hetfings and bur leeks too. 


— 
— 


— 


0 


All ogy diſtracted e bey they gane, 


11211 
Ne more ſhall gef. metheglin 

Be drank at good Mang um % e 
And if loves ore laſts fix days more, », 
. Adioy ceam-chgeſe and dum yt | 


. . SONG reg. 


ROM tyrant — and none 6, 
We follow ſweet variety; | 
y turns we drink and dance and ſing, 
Love for ever on the wing · 


Wh ſhould niggard rules 
'Tranſpor ts of the jovial foul ? 

No dull A Gacing hours we on, 
Plealure counts or time alone. f 


\ROM morn to ni ni t, from aer to an, 
F,. ren times gory 1 
ou ſcold, repeat, and fing ay 5 
Nor are chere hape. you'll ever caſe 


mo my Celia, oh! forbear, 
our own health or ours you prize 3 +. 
For. mankiad chat hear yo ſwear | 
* tontzue 8 ware killing than you wm 


: 


— 


Vour ton gue's T traitor to mom face, 


oo > ane's by yg noiſe obſcur d 3 


Bus if e e [Fad 1 
R 


11221 = 


Your filence would acquire mote 


Than all you ſay, or all I writes | 
One look ten thouſand charms diſplays; - 
Then huſh——and be an angel quite». 


SONG IJ. 
TNEjeftcd as true converts die, | 
Burt yet with fervent thoughts inflam'd ; 
» faireſt, at your feet I lie, 


Of all my ſex's faults aſnam d- | 


Too longs alas! have I defy'd 

The force of love's almighty flame, | 
And often did aloud deride | 
His Godhead as an empty name- 


But ſince ſo freely T confeſs, 
A crime which may your ſcorn produce, 

Allow me now to make it leſs | A 
By any juſt and fair excuſe. 


I then did vulgar joys purſue, 
Variety was all my bliſs z 4 * 
But, ignorant of love and you, | 
How could I chuſe but do amiſs? 


So 


If ever now my wandring eyes | F 
Search out temptation as . 

If once J look, but to deſpiſe 

Their charms, and value yours the more; 


May fad remorſe, and guilty ſhame, | 
Revenge your wrongs on faithleſs me z 
And, what I tremble ev'n to names" | 
May I leſe all in lefing thee. 


s N 


' g of q 
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| Ature for thee has cull'd her ftore, | 
Then why ſhouldſt thou, fond maid, 

retend to make thy beauty more, 
In borrow'd charms array d? 

In borow'd charms, &c- 
The radiant plumes no more delight, 

Nor once our thoughts employ, 

Whilſt thy own. native charms excite , 

Our wonder and our joy, r. "0: 
Belive me, nym ph, their glories fade, : 
Plac'd near thy brighter eyes; 46s 3 
Brilliants on you'a =_ decay, 

On others they'd urpriſe, & · * 


Since then, heav*n-deck'd, you win all hearts, 
Make dreſs no more your care ; | 

To meaner beauties leave thoſe arts, 
Wiych yqu ſo well can ſpare, | 
Which. you, Gre; 2 


 $ONG ny 
D Clin, prevent my warm bluſher, 


= 
4 + Vs 


1 Fs 


Since how can I ſpeak without pain 7 
eyes have oft told _ wiſhes on 
a N their meaning explain ? 
My paſlion w6uld loſe by expreffion, 
And you tov might cruelly blame; 
Then dont von expe& a confeſſionn. S 
| Of what is too tender to name · er 
6 1 Ls ace 


- 64. 9 


D 
Since = is the province of ſpeaking, a 
Why mould yen expel it bu wy * 
Our withes ſhould be in our — x 
Till you tell us 1 they ey fo 
n_ quickly why d on't ifeovet t 
your heart feel ſuc N as mike, 
'Eyes need not tell over and over N 
Wa I in my boſom W . ] 


SONG 2h * ä 
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me, I would net give 4 ſhilling 
For one that can love out —— 5 
At Lo you ſhould watt for 
Nor Ganch like old qt e z 
EEyou ve liv'd till theſe years without 
out fighs are now l. in the aire — 


Lon ſhould Jeave us to gueſoott your | 

And not 8 is 
Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a NG 

That NN terrible + 


Buy all your _— | 
But the fruit that will fall =_— «ting 
Tnndeed is too ello for mie.” n 


48.0 N 0 115. 1 7 


No e the , 
p: Seer by 
2 and Mies, e . - 


Rind of ” — bibwn. Tie 
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is not to behold the EN H £54 If 
Of thoſe low'rs chat crown the beef h 
"Tis to—buyT 2 1 . 
Annan. 9 
Tis, at eng Ke 3 1275 vt | 
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You'll find to be very i 
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The paſſion from beauty firſt drawn | 
_ Your kindneſs will vaſtly improve z 
Soft looks and gay ſmiles are the daun, 
Fruitionꝰ's the ſunſhine of love: 1 7 
And tho" the bright beams of your eyes, 
7 Sould be clouded that now ate ſo gay, a 
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You ne er can forget it was . 
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Lay me with k roſes crown d, 
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Nor rambled after Cath tine Ogues - {1 4 / 
I'd ba ſped as well 2s uy * 


Moggy 4 of „ 


She's my only darling, bp an 1 
7 ern an dalle f 
49 cs * air: 1 1 we 17 

45 Lin . ö 
te was ready now to e 1 
Cond I hes from * ſtroke defend Th 
5-16 Ge: if by wou'd' Moggy ſpares · 
"Sawny me Ts W 2 5 


Whoſe. bagpipe ſo pleaſes, 1 
That never, my poor; beart.s at caſe db, i fin} 

But when we arc 1 Ws. % 

1 fo heartily befriend ham, ph 

If fate was 2 now to end hint, - 


Cou'd 1 but from che ſt. ole en him, 
A thouland times I'd ſuffer den 
PRE TRIS 155 5 
M dean ne'er was cooling, 8 - 3 1 


None elſe but Jenny cer Was . | 
But thus our hearts we fondly try 1 


To th thou reſt 
0 TA La. e 


* 


11 21 


ws | _ wo [ | hot 


Wi thee I'd ligand die- 
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But finding not her ſwain, 
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And thus the did complain. 
How men her ſex deceive» 


Believing maide, take care 
Of falſe deluding men, 
Whoſe pride is to enſnare +. 
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My perjur'd ſwain he ſwore e 
A thouſand dsths, to-prove 
(As many. have done, 3 e 6 
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Ne'er truſt falſe man again, WET 
The [ae wen 77 ar L432 1 Þer 
Ne'er anſwers half the 


(Uncertain as the fras, 


"AE ITSE. 


Ty. 
Is their uncunſtaut mind. 
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For grief a reme | | 
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I doubt you've undertaok 
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Since proof convinces beſt, 1 
Fair maid, believe it true, N 
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To what revenge can do ; f 
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No longer Iris ſheds her tears, 
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Thy raviſh'd virgins fhrieck in "a 
Thine infants * he 4 T. *. Ms 2 
Thine infan WA 


What boots wp Sith © every 
Tr. the wide-fpreading "Vaſt ine, "TR 
| maxtial Blory, erown'd with Fein 
20 ſhone wich iminiſh'd blate'? 
Thy tow'ring ſpirit, now. is Proves | 
Thy neck i i del to the yo 
What foreign arms wh 2 grell, 
By civil rage 8 fell 

By civil rage, 
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The rural pe and merry Jay 
No more H. chear the bappy days | 
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75 
No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter? s night: 
No ftyaing but thoſe of ſprrow flow, 
And ought, be heard bat 2 of woe : 


Gra oe gb 
nightly o'er t 2 
Glide nighth, c. 


O baleful cauſe ! O fatal worn, 

Aecurs'd to ages yet unbern: 

The ſons againſt their farhers ſtood, 

The parent ſhed his childrens blood: 
Yet when the rage of battle ceas d, 

The viftor's ſoul was not a dz 
The naked and forlorn i feel 
CY flames and 2 * 'ring feel! 


nnn 


er, doom d to W a 

They rag is ers o'er the heath; | 
The bleak wind whiſtles round her head, 
Her helpleſs orphans ery for bread ; WEIS 
Bereft 0 ſhelter, food, and friend, 
She views the ſhades of night deſcend 3 
And, ftretch'd beneath inclement skies, 
Weeps o o'er her tender babes and * 

eeps d'er, Ce: 


While the warm blood bedews my veins, 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns, 
Reſentment of my eountry's fate, 
Within my filial breaſt ſhall beat; 
And, ſpite of her ioſulting foe, 

My 1725 thizing verſe ſnall flow: 
328 ba eſs Caledonia, mourn 


Th thy laurel torn 
5 2 s oN 
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8 mother n "the bene, 
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Aad ud the wicks of «young b. 


Q 
You invoke, wich a voice that SO 


pA 


ucaks, 
814 Cupid, tho" ſure of dvaial 3 
He ſhuns you, and basks on the bloll 
| n 1 who plays 870 


He fies by / the trunk that is 
70 liant — brane Ar up: 


Age has. 11 thy nme, 


Nor thy e nor Pi A Ah, 
nor 
Have be 1 to youth, br zetardel! 
Thoſe years, which old time, and his friend 
* Wing, 8 
In the almagack long have recprdgd. · * 


. that Yds ent lie 


Wy lips ps, which cou'd L- — 
. c e me away myſel ave 
| 90 ne creature b Bis Ne the vation ? 1 


\ But 


-- 


But Nn and has left you ber 
As eee grbGo@hegren 
Has join'd to your own, which a century clears, 


Ai ſts wa'm, the, 1. aner | 
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N G 167, | 


5 
* 59 71 $3. 200% 6 ir 


e eo 


12 the fields, - foro 1 
e arden _ 
The Gyp  Giites hs 4 Fm 8 5 24.4 
the Waves i fry A 


wu ry gazing e admir? 11 
bay br 11 
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| The * nymph, that bl EY 
L r AL Kr 
Veen Lone”. 
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25 As er 
1 5 Aer are 


Ir. her aid ſupplying, 


F953) 
Gre ner A oe 6 


The flow'rs, by gentle Zephyrs preſt, 
Are h her — A 
25 11 f . þ 6 


If ſuch a one . 
— woman if content we find, 
ud ge, e.. A whas L enjoy 
great th e b which ne l 
Since, with a ſmile, the nymph. will dun 
Her heart's alfeQions are m on 40 4 
i 0 NG 8684 "1's i 
138”: Dr 15 Y 
A fond endeavour 1, + 
V "To is fatal dart, 5 * — K 
— move ys never; 
We TED feel to know th * 


When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, e 
And our beauties ſets to view ; » 


3 


1 


Bids us think it A our due n N 14 ex 


Yofter than the verhal breezes A 0 a > n 
L the mild deceitful rain 5 zm | 

Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes, f # 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain · Ha ee ? | 


But too ſoon the Happy lover 
Does our tend reſt hopes deeei ve þ 


Man was form'd to be a rovery 


Fooliſh woman „ ee 


W at WITTY 
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Cem T ben do u ee, 

Who is ſweeter huh 1 * 

2 : Mn. 
The devil a word could 


I w EST — : 


— * # 


love 1 ſai any thing to ber. 


a hand ęloſe to my breaſt, 
ver 2 Nee ws as Ugh 4 a feather 3 
e eſt, nh 

NEE tis e 4 
ie I did her attend, - 
She Ak'd me come and fit by her 3 
I crept to the furthermoſt end 
For I was afraid zo come yigh here | 


I ask'd her which w bann, * 

For I thought in 'fome talk we muſt ears 

» Sir! ſhe anſwer'd;' and grinn'd, 
ve you juſt ſent your wits for a venture 
There 1 v, Fg bee vou 
re 1 vow m wo = 

ut there I was Bl as « Molds | 5 
Oh! what a dull booby * I: 


8ONG 17% 11 


E that will not merry merry 1 25 4 
5 ** dee 
y be in Bride well be ſhut ups 


ad alt bound v3 ylt 3 RT 


b * 
BY 


wr, merry merry here ; ; 
ty ry. roy rh \ 


ri 


anthy i444 za | 


2 


He that will not merry me be 
e =. nie. 
e With a wer — 
o confound bi ** 


i 5 IC 

With his miſtreſs, in his bed,. 

Let him be buried in the rr . 
De sb ˙⁰j,Emx 
Les him be a 6 for? o 


8 2 NG wh „ Ati 


12 make the with kind, and to keep the 


' You muſt be he of her mind, ler her what 
me will; | 
In all that he F. vou akg ne her 

For tell her ſhe's wrong) wer lead 


797 
buchanils ta arent. 
GR ſ ſpicions beware ; 


Y out 0401) np Li . 
If hon n W | 10 


7 
bg * 


"4 
{ x76 J | 
a truſt them, and be not ſuch 

elves, 
As to make Sins for q 
| ſelves. 5 c. Ny” * 


A broad all da if ſhe chuſes to roam, 
Seem pleas d with her abſence, ſhe'll 6h to 
come home : Sbe 
The man the likes beſt, and longs ebe, To 
Be ſure to commend, and and he'l at im forth _ 
Then husbands, e. Fo 


What virtue the has * may | ſafely 
Whatever her follies are, praiſe her thoſe 7 
Approve all her ſchemes that the lays for a man; 
For name but a vice, and-ſhe'l\ fin if ſhe ean · 
When husbands take care, 
Of ſuſpicions beware; 
- Your wives may be true, 
If you fancy they are: 
n them, and be not | fach 
elves, 
As to make by your jealouſy horns for your- 
ſelves. . 


With conflleple du them; % 
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OO make the may kind, and keep ere to 
e 
bom your choice or your deftiny brings you 


"a wed, 
Take a hint from à friend, mur... 
„ 2 2 fails 4 
erience kaow never: en 
* ty ught . AT Tha 
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e art w prattis d nare, 
For in love e as in 107 el rus 
Whether nelly 0 prudence, or wit were r 


Ler de Bech fil e Ange, 


cheat * 
Should he faney another id rde 1 
To re b 
"Tis Toad'l to "I — wor 7 oy 
For this is all apture, / hor rhab' Art. 


Good ſenſe is to t them wh is 
Lo > 4 eh like 1 : 1 DOTY 


baue he eng of your julgment r 


to his own, 


And ny "l girs you * a n 


| e that your 4 Bl. bei) N. 


yonr 'maritin favour — 
ST tho” you b 5 . 
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Ry pains we ag; | 


Wi ryan Log a lov 
2 Than all cer 5. ſxeeter "pp | 
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Td. 
Ss 5, hieb are from lovers blown, The = 
but gently move the heart; 0 ET 
Een the tears they ſhed alone A 
Cure, like 1 balm, the . *. 
Lovers; when they loſe their breath, ppp A 
Bleed away an caſy death · 
Love and time with gb Fi, ws. a 
N ep 7 a partin 
1 pers 22 g n 
il — ncere they lev: LM 


For each year their price is more · 


: And ther leſs fimple than, before · 


Lore, like ſpring-tides, full and My" t | 
s in ev'ry youthful veing n 

But each tide does leſs ſupply, 

Ti chey quite ſhrink in again · 

If a flow in age appear, 

Tis 2 rain, runs not d Flear. 
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"HE e aumtel, bels A 
Is adamantine Innocence, * 


Requires no guardian to attend | 
Her ſteps, for Modeſty's/her friend. 
—4 r es fra, weak to aber a 
tt mn ar, 4 le 
afe 2 foe fd Ft , 
She | is an Amazon i in mind 


With this artillery ſhe ** 


* 'mong che handed bes * 


* 
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But ev'n unhurt and undiſmay d, 

Views the long ſword and fierce eee. 
Tho? all a Syren 28 ſhe talks, 

And all a Goddeſs as ſhe walks, | 
Yer decency each motion — 777 of pot _ . 
And wiſdow/o'er her tongue prefdes. 


Place her in Rafe now r plains, -- 

Where a perpetual winter OI? is 311 80 
The elements may rave and ra | 4 
Yet her fix d mind will never c change. 

Place her, ambiriqn, in thy tow 'rs, 

Mongſt the more dangerous golden bene; 
Ev'n there ſhe'd ſpurn the venal wide, 
And fold her arms againſt the 2 


Leave her defeneeleſs and alone, e 

A pris'ner in the torrid Zone, 130 
The ſunſhine there might ar , | 
With the 15 luſtre of her eye; 10 
But Phebss* ſelf, with all his fire, 

Could 'ne'er one unchaſte thought TOP. 

But Virtue's path ſhe'd ſtill purſue, © 
And ſtill, ye Fair, would copy + 97 


111 


— ” 
* 
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* 


28 lived a young mouſe in Bel, 


Who had N but a cat to make ber whcaſy 4 

Long had he figh'd for dear Pitty Patty, 

And ſaid to the cheeſe · cake I would 1 could be 
at ye, 

But thas he fear'd.the Pull Catty- 

Bui that he fear d the Puſſy Catty. 


This 


801 


This artleſs Ly Sens „4 


Which — his mother. a "great Ae of 
grievery z 
Thus — I. given — ** ye, 
e the -claws- of Paſſy 


tty · 
Ob! the claus ef Puily Catty, " 
Oh! the claws, G · 120 * 


He peep'd in camo bpm the 


chee 


. A ae o'er the 
I. the ponteps. and thought it a 
ah, id ke think how he wavin a &—a'h 


Okt 25 r 


the chimn 
8 Ty ch ney As W 


to creep in "Hy 
Up ſhe ſtarted, and gave him ſuch a gripe, fir, 


As cauled the young mouſe to ſex up his pipe, 


Oh ! bu eel 7. Age c. 


To all s who are fond of kirtens, 
IT beg x you f handle em without sloves or mit- 


Err 
Aud fo | you're e d hos ns 


Oh! = cu, 
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AY mighty love, and teach my ſong, 
To whom the ſweeteſt joys belong; 
And who the happy pairs, ah, 
Whoſe yielding hearts and joining hands 
Find bleſſings twiſted in their bands, 
Which ſoften all their cares- 


Who thoughtleſs run into the chains, 
As cuſtom leads the way: 8 

If there be bliſs, without deſign, 

Ivies and oaks may grow and twine, 


Not the dull ſov!s,, whoſe marble form 
None of the melting paſſions warm, 
Can mingle hearts and hands : 


Logs of green wood, that quench the coals, 


Are marricd juſt like ſtoic ſouls, 
With oziers for their bands. 


Not minds of melancholly frrain, 
Still ſilent, ar that ſtill complain, 

Can the deat bondage bleſs : | 
As well may heav'nly concert ſpring 
From two old lutes with ne'er a ſtring, 


Or none beſide the baſs., 40 
Not ſor did ſouls of earthly mold, 


Who, drawn by kindred charms of gold, 
To dull embraces move: 


* * 
hs. * 


So 
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So two rich mountains of . 
Might ruſh to wealthy marnage too, 
make a world of love 


Nor let the cruel fetters bind 

A gentle to a ſavage mind, | 
or love abhors the ſight : 

Looſe the fierce tyger from the deer! 

For native rage and native fear 


Riſe and forbid delight | 


Nor can the ſoft enchantment hold 
Two jarring ſpuls of angry mold, 

The rugged and the keen: 1 
Sampſon's young foxes might as well 
In bonds of cheerful wedlock dell, 

With fixebrands tied between · 


Two kindeſt ſouls alone muſt meet, 

*Tis friendſhip makes the bondage ſweet, 
And feeds their mutual. loves: 

Fair Venus, in her rowling throne, 

Js diawn by gentleſt birds alone, 
And Cupid yoaks the doves - 


80 N 8 177. 
h! pity Collin, eruel fair, 
Think on his fighs and zcars 3 


5 ſighs regardleſs ks the air, 
And without hope his fears: 


Young, Collin was the bappieſt ſwain doe 


That et in Albion dwelt, 
He laught at love and mock'd at pain, 
un pangs he ae'er had fel | 

: ; A 
. 


+ 


The 


1 183 1 

The neighb'ring nymphs had often tried 
With love to lure the Cant: 

And he as oft their Cui denied; 
For love return'd diſdain : 

But ah! how chang'd his NN ſtate; 
With folded arms he walks 

Upbraids the God wall enrſes fate, 

d like a madman talks. 


Nor can ſoft muſic's fate ring ring charm 
Give now the leaft delight : 
No more the bowl his boſom warm, 
Or rural ſports invite : 
Relent, fair maid, e er Collin di 
His betateſs Lone, eefardieks | ba 91 
s helpleſs love * 
And unrewarded'y pain · | | * 


O! think Myrtilla on his grief, 
And on your cruel hate | c 
Reward his love and bring relief, 
Before it is too late: . 
So 7 his gen rous, conftant flane 
Reward the heaut dus fair, ny” 
And every hour and day ſhall beam _ 


New bleſſings on the pair · 4 
8 ON 178. 
U SH about the brisk bowl, 'euillexliven 
the heart, . 


- Whilſt at the Red Lyon we ſit x 
The drawer knows how to ſcore up the quart, 
Without being reckon'd a cheat, a cheat, 


Without, Cc. 
338 H 2 | The 


2 [ 184 ] . 
The Judge fome poor wretches are deomed to 
Curie . 
x Whilit ochers a pardon can get; | 
Yet his lordſhip does know how to handle a 


* ithout being reckon'd a chest " 
The greedy Church-warden, whoſe belly grows T. 


big, s 
At th” expence of the pariſh gives treat; " 
Can cook it, to feaſt on fat fowls and roaſt pig, 


Without being reckon'd a cheat - 

_ The Bean thinks the ladies affeftion to win, 
When the tallyman's cloaths do him fit; 
Tho 7 Simerſet Gardens; the Park and Gray's- 

p "ann | | 
Poor F*ibble muſt. paſs for a cheat. 


| Miſs Forward is known by th" air of her drpſs, 
Wich painting and patches ſo neat; 


-——Þ <> 


Tho' modeſty maſques her difſembling face, l 

Her tongue will pronounce, her a cheat. | 1 
Ola Caleb; the Quaker, who's never drefs'd gay, 

At meeting ſtarts up from his ſeat 


Tho' he ſpeaks what the ſpirit does move him 
. 35 da 
At his ſhop he's both lyar and cheat. 


The Grocer, whenever a cuſtomer comes, 
© Is ready with ſcales ſo compleat, . 
To ſerve with freſh' coffee, ted, ſugar or plumbs 
Without being reckpn'd a cheat 
£5.54 1 l a 9 Fe 
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When the Lawyers and Doctors bring in their 
long bill, , 
Yon find dem brimful of dect 
And the Stateſmen their coffers know how to 


While they reckon the tradefman a cheat- 
Then let us, fince jealouſy troubles our heads, 


That one can another out-wit, | 
Take off our brisk bowls,and go fuddled to bed 
Far life is no more than a 4 cheat. 

For tif, ey c · vr 
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OV F's a dream of migh . 0 - 

L Which in fancy we bor 44 = - 
the folly lies the pleaſure, | | 
Wifdom always makes it leſs. 


When we think, by paſſion heated, 
We a goddeſs have in chace, / 
Like Ixion we are cheated, 

And a gaudy cloud embrace. 


Hap only is the lover, | . 


hom his miſtreſs well deceives; 
Secking nothing to diſcover, 
He contented lives at caſe- 1 


But the wretch, chat would be knowlng 
What the fair one would diſguiſe, © 
Labours for his own uudoing, *: 


Changing happy to be viſe. , 


* oy 


4 5 
* - 
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F love's a ee paflion, how can it torment ? 
If bitter, oh tell me whence comes my 
” content? © 


r 


7 grieve at my fate, when I know tis in vain? 
et ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſofr-is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and 2 my 


heart · 


As once it both wound, de. 


Igraſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down. 
y paſſionate” ſilenee I make my love 
— | 
But ch! how I'm Lleſy'd,: when ſo kind ſhe does 
ove, 4 
By ae willing miſtake to diſcover her love! 
ag og ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her 


And our eyes tell each other what neither 4 


name! Or eyes, &c. 
— — | is beauty, how ſweet ate the 


How delightful embraces, how peaceful her 


arins 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above; 


And wg: $ bright ttandard, all $ muſt 
| ig tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair 


field. 7. beauty, &c· 


„ in 


1 
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Y dear nite ind hea, 1 
Soft as theſe kind looks ſhe gave . 
When with love's refiſtleſs art, 2 
And her e es ſhe did enſlave me; 
But her con 's ſo weak, a 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 


Melting joys 2 hk more, 
Killing pleaſures, wounding blifles „ 
She can dreſs her eyes in love, 2 71 
And her lips can arm with kifſes: + 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks z : 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder 
But my jealous heart would break, 
We we live one day aſunder. 
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ECL ARE my pretty Maid, * 
Muſt my fond ſurt —_— ? 
ou Pll toy, PII kiſs and PT. 

Bat 11 me if I marry. 

With you, Ke. rigs 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarr 
With you I'll toy, I'll kilos and play, 
Rut hang me 2 4, marry 
With Un, & 


Tho! 
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Tho? charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke I well can 3 

I love to kiſs, and toy and play, 


But do not chooſe to marry · 
3 I love to kiſs, e. 


* Molly of the dale 
Makes a meer ſlave of Harry 3 
Becauſe when they had toy'd — uind, 
The fooliſh ſwain would 
Becanſe. when they, & 


| Theſe fix d reſolves, my 
I to the grave will c 
With you I'll toy, I'll kifs and 3 J 
But hang me if 22 a 
With you, Te» 
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EASE, fond mortals, ceaſe to move 

With idle pray'rs the courts above ; 
The powers themſelves will always grant 
Ev'ry thing they know you want · 


bw 


1 


Never wiſh for time to come, | 
Never dread impending doom: N 
Live, live the preſent 2. 3 but know, . 


Length of time is length of woe · 


Pleaſure cannot always laſt ; - 
Age comes on with trembling haſte 
And damps the 857 * ſweet repaſt · 


SONG 
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N vain, Miranda, you complai 


And charge the guiltleſs a | 


Who ne'er has prov'd untrue : 
Thou ſweeteſt image thought can find, 
Thou beſt idea of my mind, 

My ſoul is fill d with you © 


Let but thoſe eyes benignly bright, 

That look the language of delight, 
This ſpacious globe review :- 

If they can ſpy an equal fairy, © 

Be jealous then, and Pu take care 


Lou ſhall have reafon too. A 
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Up you chuſe a wife, | : I 


For a ha PY life, 


Leave the court the country take, 


Where Dolly and Swe, 

Young Molly and Prue, 
Follow Roger and Joan, 

Whilſt harveſt goes on, 
And merrily merrily rake · 


EL Nn 


(Be it ſpoke to their ſhames) 


1 
=» 


* 
4 
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[ 
T7 * 
Leave London dames . — 5 y 
a 4. 


To lie in their beds till noon, 
Then get up and ſtretch, 
And paint too and patch, 
Some widgeon to catch, 
Then look at their watch, 
And wonder they roſe up ſo ſoon · 


4 * 4 


'Then | 


1 290 ] 
Then coffee and tea, 
Both green and bohea, \ 
Are ſerv'd to their tables and plate, 
Where tattles do run, 
— ſwift as the ſan, 
what they have won, 
And who is undone, 


By iber . al fitting op lates. 


'The laſs give me here, 
Tho? brown as my beer, 
That knows how to govern her houſes 
That can-milk her cow, 
Or farrow her ſow, | 
Make butter and cheeſe, 
Or gather green peaſe, 


And values fire cloathsnot 8 le- * 


This is the girl | 
Worth rubies wud 5 

A wife that will : a man eh; 
LA oY oy 


We — 2 . 
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er 1 meet my Celts's 625 
* Sweet raptures in my bold fle 
y feet forget to move 5 | 


She too declines her lovely _ | 
Soft bluſhes o'er her cheeks are ſpread : 
2 this is mutual love! 
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My beating heart is wrapt in bliſe, 

Wards ſteal am n | 
Beneath the filent grove; _ © 

She ſtrives to frown, ROY me by, 

Vet anger dwells not in her eye; 
Sure this is mutual love 


And once, oh! once, the deateſt maid 

As on he: breaſt my head was laid, * 
Some ſecret impulſe drove; 

Me, me, her gentle arms careſs'd, 

And to her boſom cloſely preſs'd; 
Sure this was mut ual love ! | 


A ſoft defire my boſom warms 
Forbidden joys to prove: 

Trembling for fear ſhe ſhould comply 

She from my arms prepares to fſy, 
Tho' warm'd with mutual love» 


Oh! ſtay, I cry'd,---let Hymen's band 
This moment join our willing hands, 
And all thy fears remove ; | 
She blaſh'd conſent, her fears ſ , ; 
9 2 g * 


Tianſported wich ber blooming charms, * 


And now we live ſu 


A life af mutual VE. 


WE Elleytant Love ! but hear me now, 
And eure, white young, the pleaſing ſmart; 
rather aid my trembling vow, J 
And teach me to reveal my heart · 
Or rather, ke. | 
Tell 


| | [ 192 ] ' 
Tell her, whoſe goodneſs is my bane, 
Whoſe looks have ail my peace away, 
Oh! whiſper how ſhe gives me pain 
While, undeſigning, frank — 2 
05 whiſper, &Kc» | 


"Tis not for common charms I ſigh, 

Nor what the vulgar beauty call; 
Tis not a lip, a cheek, an eye, 
But tis the ſoul that lights them all. 

"Tis not a lip, &c- : | 


For that I drop this tender tear; 
For that I breathe this artleſs moan ; 
Oh! whiſper love into her ear, | 
And make the baſhful lover known. 
0h ! whiſper, Cc» x 
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OW happy's the lover whoſe cares are no 


more; wy 


Who bids an adicu to all ſorrow! 
ws Su 7 are all huſh'd, and my. torments are 
or T ſhall be happy to-morrow, [ o'er, 


Each flow'ret of ſpring that ennamels the ground 
From you ev'ry charm ſeems no borrow 3 

Then who will fo bleſt or fo happy be found, 
As I with my Daphne to- moreq. *r 


I never am happy but when ur, fight 1 
* Hero: Cf 


1 8 5 the cure her 4 
emember, dear Daphne, yourpromite to t 
And I ſhall be happy to-morrow: * 5 


1 


14931 
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Rows Nn brother debtor, 
o this poor but merry place 
Where no bailiff, | wg nor — 4 
Dares to ſhew his frightful face; 
But, kind Sir, as you're a ſtranger, 
Down your garniſh you muſt lay, 
Or your coat will be in danger; 
You mult either ſtrip or pay» 


Ne'er repine at your confinement 
From your children or your wife; 
Wiſdom lies in true reſignment 
Thro' the various ſcenes of life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, 
Tho” beneath the frowns of fate. ; 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 
Fears and care attend the great. 


"Tho? our creditors are {; | 
And reſtrain our bodies here, 

Uſe will make a goal delightful, 
Since there's nothing elſe to fears 

Ev'ry iſland's but a priſon, - 
Strongly guarded by the ſea ; 

Kings and Princes, for that reaſon, 
Pris ners are as well as we. 


What was it made great Alexander 
Weep at his uiifriendly fate? 
Twas becauſe he could not wander 


Beyond this world's ſtrong priſon-gat Far 


R 


n 


\ 
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For the world is alfo bounded 
By the heav'ns and ftars above 
Why ſhou'd-we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but Love ? 
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8 
” 
* 


E 

D They've robb'd me of freedom and joy, 

hen deareſt, ſweet Sally, ſmile on me, 
For death is my fate if thou'rt coy : 

Be caytious, dear charmer, in {laying, 

Since murder's ſo heinous, comply; 
And torture me not with delaying 

What ev'ry croſs chit can deny. 


Confider, my Angel, why nature 
In forming you took ſuch delight; 
Don't think you were made that tair creature 
For nought but to dazzle the fight : 
o; Jove, when he gave you thoſe graces, 
Intended you wholly for love; wy 
Ard gave yqu the faireſt of faces, 
The kindeſt of females to prove · 


Befides, pretty maiden, remember, _ 
The flower that's blooming in May 

Is wither'd and ſhrunk in December, 

And caſt unregarded away: | 

So it fares with each ſcornful young charmer, 
Who takes at her lover diſtaſte 3. 

She trifles till thirty diſarm het, 
And then dies forſak en at laſt. 


4. nen 


AR Sally, ty * be done me, 


2 


Enit the heart - de pr 
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Eneath the weight of haplefs love, 
How weak does ev'ry effort prove, 
When ſtryggling to get fre! 
In vain againſt the fatal darts ©. 
The tender foul its force exerts, 
And pants for liberty- 


Within the maze abſtruſe we range, 

And ſeek to find the bliſsful change, 
But ſtill within the ring 3 

At length the toilſome task reſign, 

And wait till beauty's charms divine 
Their pleaſing e bring- 


Ah me! from whence "aroſe that pow'r | 
Which blights the ſweetly-blooming flow'r, 


The violet of peace? 1 
Oh! gentle — 4 why ſtings the ſmart 7 
Why throbs my once ſo blithſbme heart, 

With pains that ſtill inereaſe? 


Oh! why did heav'n to Delia give, 
On whom my ſoul muſt ever live, 

Such beauty to deſtroy ? | 
Why rather gave it nor the maid 
Thoſe beauties which can never fade, 

The ſale giffufng joy 7 | 
How long, O eruel ir muſt I 

1 efling ſigh, 

| How long in grief decline ? 
: R 2 
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Shall thoſe dear eyes no pity.ſhow 


To him whoſe fad increaſing woe WI 
Would piexce each heart but thine? * 
Oh! lovely Delia, learn to pri 33 Let 
The heart, whoſe happineſs Ties Th 
And lives alone on thee : bs 'Th 
Indulge one tender erst n | e 
Oh ! tink on ſorrow, grief, 3 Cro 
And then you'll pity me- | — 
| But ſhould no feeling ſenſe of pain So 
| Upon thy ſotter minutes gain, 
a lor touch thy cruel breaſt; K K 
To calmer eace my ſoul refign* W 
Shall bleſs thee, Delia, tho! unkind, | Dr 
- And dic, and be at teſt. - G Fi 
| | c 
SONG agn - W 
{ # \ | 28 So 
Y the gayly circling glaſs, 
We can Ke how moments paſs; 


1 the hollow cask we're told 
the weaning night grows old: 

Soon, too ſoon the buſy, buſy day 

Robs us of our ſport and play : 

What have we with day to do? 12 
| Sons of care twas made for yon! 


What 


ö By the nectar- flowing bowl, 91. | * 
ö We can cheer the drooping ſouls B 
| In the bumyer'd glaſs we find 
5 _ ry troubled mind AA 9 

ence, O hence, the jolly, jolly ſong, "2 | 
| | Mirth and joy to that belong: | ah" F 
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What have we with gzrief to do? 47 
Sons of carey, 'rwas made for you- | 


Let the warriors keep the field 3 

That to us no joys can yield; 

yew: in camps may ſeek. a name 1d 6 
the bottle all our fame: 

Crown, O _ the happy, — 4 1 ; 

With ſocial j Joys, while _— ag 

What have wg with war to do 

Sons of care, twas made for of, 1 


— the dying lover flee | 

the dear hard hearted ſne; 

We deſpiſe the lover's care, 

Drinking will no rival bear: 145 

Fill, O fill, the merry, merry bowl; 

Ler no cares our joy s control? 
hat have we with love o do? 

Sons of care, was made for you! l 


80 N 103. e 
A. Cælia in her garden ſtray d. 


— op 4 of og ir A. 
ce approgch'd the lovely mai | +115 if 
Ae . 4 N af 


The curious inſe& thither ** | 
*. taſte the tem * bloom; 
Bat with a thouſand ſweets in view 
It found a ſudden doom 3 


Her nimble hand of life 3 
The daring little chang 3 


$3 Buf 


% 
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Bat firſt the ſnowy arm receiv d 
And felt the painful dg. 


Once only could that ſting ſ 12 
Once be injurious found ʒ wy 

Not ſo the darts of Celia's eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound+ | | 


a. 
Oh ! would the ſhort-liv'd burning ſmart - 
The nymph to pity move, 
And teach her to regard the heart 
Sbe fires with endleſs love- | 
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ILLY ne'er enquire what end 

The Gods for thee or me intend 5; 
How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows « 
The knowledge of our future woes: 
Happier the man that ne'er repines, - 
Whatever lot his fate aſſigns, | 

Than they that idly vex their lives 

With wizards and inchanting wives» 


Thy preſent years in mirth employ, - 
And — thy youth to * * 
Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 
Shall bounteous add a winter more, © 
Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 


That rages o'er the Pentland firth, 


No more with Hume the dance to lead 3 
Take my advice, ne er vex thy head-. 


Wich blyth intent the goblet pour, 
That's ſaered to the genial hour; 


In 


1 


or 
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In flowing wine ſtill warm thy ſoul, | 
And have, no thoughts beyond the-bowl. | 
Behold the flying hour is loſt, | -- 
For time rides ever on the poſt, 
Even while we ſpeak, even while we think, 


Colle& thy joys cach t day, 

And live in youth, while beſt you may 3 
Have all your pleaſures at 5 

Nor truſt one day in fortune 3 hand · 
Then Willy be a wanton wag, 

If ye wad pleaſe the laſſes braw, 

At bridals then ye Il bear the brag, 

And carry ay the gree awa'« 


SON s. 


Right Onthia's pow r, divinely great, 
What heart _ obeying 

A. thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her eyes are playing- 

She ſeems the queen of love to reign, 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 

Such {ſweets as heſt can entertain 
The guſt of all the ſenſes 


Her face a charming elt brings, 
Her breath gives a düfte I 
I hear an angel when ſhe fings, 
And taſte of heav'n in kiffes- - 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joyy 
From nature's richeſt treaſure : 
Let me the other ſenſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure, 


* 


— 


SONG 
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IE! E 90 thoſe little arts nth 


Which meaner beauties uſe; © 


ho think they ne er ſecure our hearts | 


Unleſs th Nil refuſe ; © 
Are coy 4 
To raiſe dur pafſion higher; 
But when the poor delight is known, 
It quickly palls deſire - 


Come, let's not trifle time away, 40 | 
Or ſtop you know not Why; 

Your bluſhes and your eyes betray 
What death you mean to die! 

Let all your ma 5 fears be gone, 

And love no more be croſt: 

Ah! Liza, when the joys are kuown,. 
You'l! curſe the minutes paſt. 
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T is not, Celia, in our w'r 
To ſay how long our love will laſt ; 
t may be we, Within this bour, 
May loſe the joys we now do taſte: 
The Bleiſed that immortal be, 


From change in love are only free.” * 


Then, ſince we mortals lovers are, 


y 3 will feem ee 8 


Ask not how EN. our love will laſt; 


Put, while it does, let us take care 


Faen m minute be with pleaſpce alt; 


Werk 


* 


r 
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Were it not madneſs todeny 
J live, becauſe we're ſure to die ? | 


Fear not, tho' love and beauty fail, 
My reaſon ſhall my heart direct; 

Y our kindneſs now ſhall then prevails 
And paſſion turn into A: 

Cælia, at worſt, you'll in the end 

But change a lover to a friend. 


8 0 N G 198. 


IT H artful voice, young Thyrſis, you 
In vain perſuade me you are true, 
Since that can never be 5 51 „H. 
For he's no proſelyte of mine, 
That offers at. another's ſhrine 
Thoſe vows he made to me- 


That changes oftner than the moon, 
2 
Is ev'ry fragrant flow'r | „ 
Let ſlily calls the bluſhing roſe | 
His quinteſſence'of ſweets- 


So, ſic, when in wanton , 
From fair to fair you fondly , 
And fteal from each a kiſs; 
It ſhows, if that you ſay be true, 
A fickly appetite in you, 
And no ſubſtantial bliſs. 


HS inconſtant, roving I 
A ho” ſeemingty you hug your chain, 
Wed et Low, ave Grew, 


P 
To fip freſh balmy ſweets of love, 


From bow' to bow'r incetfant rove, 
And imitate your bee. 


Then calm that flutt ring ching heart, 
Let ix admit no other dart, * 

t reſt with me alone ; 
For while, dear bee, you rove and ang, 
Should you return without your ſting, 


* not 1 a drone· 
| 80 N 6 199 Zea. 
| a Dee 
H, let me, unteſerv'd, declare Ste 
The diftates of my breaſt; Bea 
My Thyrſis reigns unrivall'd in 
An ever welcome gueſt. 
No more our- ſprightly nymphs I nods 
. ſeek the —— = «do 24 
ere, ſighing, to myſe at. 21 
tender tale ien 42 Ls 
When abſent from my ini a] | 
He is my conftant theme; Fc 
His OY form appcars 8 
And ſhapes the morning dream · 
Ye ſpotleſs virgins of the plain, RE B 


Deem not my words too free; 
For e' er my paflion you arraigny / 


You muſt have lov'd like mee | 2 
SONG 
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NESS defence affols 
ins to „and wings to birds, 
oofs to horſes, claws to — 
Swiftneſs to the fearful hares- 


Man's endow'd with art and ſenſe ; 
What has woman for defence ? 
Beauty is her ſhield and arms; 
Womens weapons are their charms» 


Beauty's power makes us feel 
Deeper wounds then thoſe of ſteel ; 
Strength and wit before it fall, 
Bearty triumphs over all- 
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LL attendants apart, 
I examin'd my heart, 
Lait night, when I laid me to teſt; 
And methinks I'm inclin'd 
To a change of my mind, 


For you know ſecond thoughts are the beſt; 


To retire from the crowd, 
And to make ourſelves. good 
By avoiding of ev'ry tempration, 
Is in truth to reveal 
What we'd better conceal, | 
t our paſſions want ſome regulation- 


8 4 


1 


£-,2 
It would much more te dound 
To our praiſe, to be found 
In a world ſo abounding with evil) 
Unſported and pute, 
Tho not fo demure, > 
And to wage open was with the devil. 
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N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 
1 That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt 
Or lov'd a fairer the : 
Wou'd you, with caſe, at once be cur'd 
Of all the ills you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your glaſs and me, F 


If then ypu think that I can find 

A nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
You've reaſon for your fears; 

But if impartial you will prove 

To pow own beauty and my love, 


needleſs are your tcars ! 
If in my way I ſhov'd, by chance, 


Give or receive a wanton glance 
I like dus while I views ?; 


How {light the glance, how faint the kiſs, 


* to that ſubſtantiał bliſs; 
Which I reccjve from you ! _ 


With wanton flight the curious bee 

From flow'r to flow's {till wanders free, 
And where cach bloffom blows, 

ExtraRts the juice of all he meets; 

But for his quinteffence of ſweets 

He gaviſhe; the poſes 


SoT, 
In e: 
F 
Perh 
The 
F 


\ 


.... ay 

So I, my fancy to employ 

In each varicty of /: n 
From nymph to nymph do roam, 


Perhaps ſee fifty in a day zj; & 
They're all but viſits which I pay, | 
For Chipe's mill my home · 7 


80 N G 20g. 
HY ſhoull a heart ſo tend : 
a heart 412 


Oh! Myra, give its anguiſh 

The uſe of beauty you miſtake, _ 
Not meant to yex but pleaſe, 
Not meant to vex but pleaſe. 


Thoſe lips for ſailing were deſign d, 
And that ſoft boſom to be preſs'dz 
Vour eye to languiſh and 9 

For am'rous arms your waifg, 
For am' ro us, &. A | 


Each thing has its appointed right, 
Eſtabliſh d by the Pon rs above; 
The ſun and ſtars give warmth and light, 
The heav'ns diſtribute love, 
The heav'ns, G. 


FO'N'6; 26. 
HEN morn her ſweets ſhall firſt unfold, | 
And paint the fleccy clouds with gold, 


On tufted green, oh let me play, 
And welcome urthe jocund day. 7 
Ward 


. 


I 


206 ] 


Wak'd by the gentle voice of love, 
Ariſe, my fair, ariſe, and prove 
The dear delights fond lovers know, 
The belt of bleſſings here below, 

The beſt of bleſſings here below. 


To ſome clear river's verdant fide. 
Do thou my happy footſteps guide 3 
In concert with the purling ſtream - 
We'll fing, and love ſhall be the theme: 
E er night aſſumes her gloomy reign, 
When ſhadows lengthen o'er the plain, 
We'll 20 yon myrtle grove repair, 
For peace and pleaſure wait vs there. 
For peace, Kr. aps 


wa woe 


i914 *%,-t 


The laughing God there keeps his court 
And little loves inceffant ſport; 
Around the winning graces wait, 
And calm contentment guards the ſeat : 
There loſt in extaftes of joy, 
While tend'reſt ſcenes our thonghts employ , 
We'll bleſs the hour one loves begun, 
The happy moment made us one, | | 
The happy moment made us one · 


SONG 205. 
ATURE by love when once reſin'd, 
How quickly do the paſſions find 
An union in the breaſt . 2 
How aptly in a mirror's ſeen 
Revivd the beatific ſcene, 
That our firt parent bleſt} 


x a © +F 


ad. Jad nd 


When 
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When nature's \ god the body 
And ſcarce th' enliv ning c 
He breath'd therein a ſo 


2 


Scarce were his other paſſions mk. 


But admiration all inlam d, 
And love engagꝰd the "whole, 


Hence the rude man firſt beauty ſaw, 
And bleſt the dear and genuine law | 
That ſhould his will ſubſide 3 - 
Love taught him how to mix abe 
T'enforee bis words, his thoughts . 


And was his ſovereign guide- 


By thought inſpir'd, by ſight ſecur'd, 


In — ſought, b wood —— 
e paſſion ſpread its ſway 3 
Poſſeſſion call'd i 11 beauties forth, 
Fruition fignaliz'd i its worth, 
And did 1 its pow r diſplay- 


When vice his innocence ahſorpe, 


And all his paſſions were corrupt, 


Love ſtill remain'd the ſame 3 .. 
Kind heav'n forgot to be ſevere, 


And ſoften'd condemnation here, 
His mercy to proclaim · 


To palliate all tk effects of ſin, 

He left a Paradiſe within, 
An Eden of the mind "POP jy 

Corruptioꝶ tainted ev vy parts 


And Neis d on al! thin 12 but the re 


The beſt was till 
8 2 


a4 1. 
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| Beauty, the flaming ſword, aroſe, 
| At once to thregten and diſcloſe 


* 


An entrance into blifs: | P. 
He left the bleffings of a wife, £5 
| To man a ſecond tree of life, 

* The tempting fruit —a kiſs. 


| gd 8 
YUP ID caſe love bell ga, 5 
Bring thy quiver to her aid 
Wich equal — the ſwain : 
Beauty ſhould never figh in vain- 


Let him feel the pleaſing ſmart, + 1 8 
Drive thy arrows through his heart; | 
When one you wound, you then deſtroy 3. 1 
; When both you kill, you kill with joy. 
5 is | 
| b 1 
SONG 207, By Mr. Stevens, 
Alis Introduttion and Dedication 


N well-hung coach let me be drove 
To Clontarf wi forty ſhades, 
whoſe wide ſt the god of Love 
Each Noon in beauty's pomp parades- 


Green briny Neptune rolls his flood, 
The ſandy beach his billows bound, 

The diſtant breakers roaring loud, | 
While the white foam ſpreads 1;ghtly round- | 


The ſea-weed brown each tide up-heaves, 
Marks out how high his occan wm 


Proudly the wat'ry plain receives 
The beauteous rms of bathing. belles. , 


© while the 'nyitiphe, ike Naield lay, 
Their lovel 1 cefreſhing — on * 

Sighing, for e power I pray,” 
And wiſh myſelf into a wave. 


But ah ! in vain ſuch thoughts ariſe, . 
I dare not beauty's chace purſue, | 
From thoſe fine forms I ſnatch my eyes, 
And ſeek a leſs delighting view. © 


See ſtanding in, from the wide bay, © 
A tight-builr ſhip plough thro! the tile, 
'The ſharp keel cuts the liquid way, 1779 
Daſhing the ſurge from off each ſide · 


The riſing-winds begin with gentleſt breeze, © 
Freſh and more freſh ſprings up the rufſling | 
gale i 
con the ſmoothneſs of the glaſſy Seas, 
And ſwells the belly of each fpacious ſail» 


Hibernia hail ! behold to thee is brought, | 
By traffic, treaſures from the diſtant poles, . 

By the diftreſs'd, thy friendly ſhore is ſought, 
And ocean, to enrich thy iſland, rolls. 


O could —— But ſtop the with, in vin, 
Who can the open port eammand? 
Bid commerce here untetter'd reign, da 

And freedom give to a deſerving land. 


| Kebold the daughters of delight appear, 
Sweep by Ring's Ena, to Byrne's impetanng 
Batz, 8 3 | W 4238 
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Where eyeleſs Paddy's notes delight the ear 
And — — r 


Tnough of this, now urge the ſnorting ſteed, 
O'er the ſmooth road, then thro! the wood- 


lands green, , | 
Where'er we paſs, freſh landskips ſtill ſuc- 
ce 5 
See Powerſeonrt's Caſcade, and enjoy the ſcene 


Thro? the ſtill grove, along the Glyn we ſtray, 

Admiting, tread the ſmooth enamel'd lawn, 

There basking, Playing, in the face of day, 
Behold the ching Stag, the bounding 


fawn. 


Charm'd with the eccho, as we ride, + 
We caſt ſurpriz'd around our eyes, 
Pee circling how, from fide to fide, 
The thiekſet groves up ſteep rocks riſe» 


Then view the mountain's awful t 
And the ſtrong ſtream that o'er it pourss: 
| Swift bounds its torrent down the ſlope, 

* »Midſt ruff rocks breaking, ruſhing roars- 


See how the wat' ry ſheet ſpreads wide, 
- With c&aſ(cleſs noiſe thick daſhing down, 
Frothy outflies its miſty Tide, - 
Aſlant the ſmooth-waſh'd dropping ſtone» 


Now back we drive to Owen Bray's, 
Where we enjoy a rich repaſt; 

His well-tun'd ruſtic roundelays 
Enchant the car, bis wine the taſte-. 
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Oven, accept of this deſign, 
I dedicate theſe rains 20 thee 3 | 


Since others ſongs of thine, 


Receive, dear Drole, theſe ſongs, from me. 
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Tune, De baunds are all ont. | 


NOntented I am, and contented I'll be, 
For what can this world more afford? 
han a girl that will ſociable fit on my knee, 


a cellar that's ſociable ſtor'd, | 
_ F M brave boys, &c · 


My vault door i is open d, deſcend cv'ry gueſt, 
Spoil that cask, ay, that wine we will try, 
. Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, _ 


bright as ber cheeks to the eye 
W " My brave — &. 


Tn. piece of We hoo candle have luck 
ill light us cac * e > 


The foot laſs for th 

For T- Buca — ws. 
inn 

ar 


I fit my com 


Like * — the good fellows 


And + ſenimens gre, or » tm 
"ay brave by * 


W: 


L221 8 
We are dry where we ft, tho! the oozing drop 


3 


= Ils with wet Pearls to emboſs, 
he = arch, mouldy cobwebs in 2 taſte 


Like 1 ucco-work cut out of ol” | 
My h brave — &c . 


My cellar's m | camp, my ſoldiers, my flacks, 
az loriouſly rang'd in review; 
caſt my eyes round, I confider my casks, 
by > OI I've yet to ſubdue, 
My brave boys, Ac. 


1 rs C 1; in hand, and my empire maintain, 
o knclcnt, more patriot- like, bled, 
Each drop in defence of delight I vill drain, 
"Md myſelf for my Burks Fil drink nr 


My brave boys, &c 
e Sound that 12. 'is im tae, and thoſe bing are 
1 
iew that heap in your rear; 
Von bottles are - Sol 3 on kts 're pit, 
| Gy teer pver teer, | 
My brave boys, * 


moe when I die, not a tear tall be 
No Hic Factet be d on m ons 5: 
ee eke ny 


But pour o er my „a bottle of red, 
And write, that his drinking is does . 


7 My brave boys, &c 


S ON 


J 


£ 


. 
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8 ON G 209, by Mr. 1 
Tune, When Chloe was by Damon ſeen, 


SK cauſe, wh mourn, 
A? Why 1 ang my hea Le 
y breaſt — 'd, my dreſs all dom, 
My late freſh colour fled; 
"Is well my noe, and fortune's ſpite, | 
need not doubt: 
Sober I: — ſneak home to-night, 
Alas! my liquor's out- 


Yon twinkling li he i in ſocket ſ. 
rn 


It's drank up all it had, like me, 


And now, per Force, muſt go : 
That ſelf g flame decays, 
As wits beauties waſte, 
For others they exhauſt their blaze, 
And turn to ſnuifs ar laſt. 


Their dear-earn'd truth too well I've knowng 
1 on deſtruttion fly a 6 
EVers dropfies, t 
I'll ſobetly Uefy : MY . 
The brimming ue ſtood in his eyes, 
When he wov'd fay. adieu, 
Farewel, my friend, the mourner cries, 
Like me, yourſelf ſubdue · / 


+ 


His friend, the vapour to diſp l, 


That Ramble thus enthrall d, * 
Roſe haſty up, loud f w_ del, 
And for ſix bottles cal | 


— 


[214] 
The pleafing found truck Ramble'g eat, 
It chrill'd thro? ev'ry vein ; 
He ſtop'd ; turn'd back ; chen lar d a chai And 
And ſwore he'd drink again · 


SONG 210, by Mr. Srevens, i 
' Min 
Tune, To all ye ladies now at land. FS. 
NE Evening at ambroſial treat, Oln 
| From her Ætherial tour, | 
nerva the nine muſes met, 
In pow — bowerz _ mY 
ollo and gay Bacchus join, 
or "ans in 2 walk Wit and Vine. N WI 
Miitb my fal de 705 Ce, * 
Pallas, the ſaicmicg dance begun, An 


Her hair a fillet bound, 
2 12 * her eyes, the banda age ſhewns 
N temples cron 
Which, ooſen'd in the dance, dropp 'd down, 
* Bacchay ſnatch'd the azure zone- 17 
With my fal 4 rol, cee. 0 


The ribband i in his breaſt he plac'd, 
By Seyx, then ſwore the youth; 
What had the throne of wiſdom grac'd, A 
Shou'd grace the ſeat of truth: 10 1 
At once then ope his tobe he threw, - 
And on his beam'd Trae Blue. 0 
| With my fal de ral, &c · 


"If r 
honours form on carth; 


Sure 


e. 


1.215 J 
Sure deities may do the ſame, 

And give one order birth : X 
This ribband, lov d celeſtials view, 
And _ your ſanttien on True Blue. 
With my fal de rol, &c 


Urania 8 the roſy god, 


Her tuneful 
Minerva gave eee nod, 
Phebus enroll'd the fign 
Along the skies, loud cans flew, 
Olympus join'd, and hail'd Trae Blue. þ 
With my fal de rol, & e. 


This order Iris bore to earth, 
The gods etjoin'd the fair, 
Where firſt ſhe found out ſons of Gn 
To leave the ribband there : 
From clime tv clime ſhe ſearching flew, 
And in Hibernia left Tue Blue. + 
With * fal ae wy Sees 


SONG 2211, by Mr. Stevens. 


Wrote for the Seveet-Bryar Cab. (A Bact. cord 
ſo called) Tune, Come let us Nee. 


MM E Lads, who approve, 


Of wit, wine and love, 
ed aig Bucks, wou'd ee . 
Come, chorus my-lays, - 
While I fing forth the praiſe 
Of the mighty reformer, Sweet Bar. 


Ye hucbands, whoſe wives 
Lead you terrible lives, © And 


And much eaſtigation require; 
At a touch they d obey, 
If you once knew the way, 


But to manage the magie Sweet Br. 


The youth, who will ſweat, 
Blab, or boaſt of the fair, | 
Tho? too often, Alas l he's 
Bring him up to the ſw 
He'll recant ev'ry word, 
Beholding be blade of Sweet Bryar. 
Ye prieſts, who tithe gorge, 
13 laity ſeourge, na 
From his hglineſs down t6 the frias ; 
The conclave ne*%ecr taught, 
Nor Ignatius ne'cr. tho 
On a diſcipline like to Sweet Bryar · 


Had I trebly the gife | 
ean Swift, 
Or cou'd tell a tale, equal to Prior; 
et it all wou'd not do, 
There is ſtill ſomething new, 
To be ſaid on well-ſharpen'd Sweet Bryare 


Wives, widows, or maids, 
Who can beſt judge of blades, 
Did you {ee it, its fize you'd admire 3 
For uſe, tis kept pat. 
*Tis as keen as your wit, 


And as bright as your Eyes, is Sqwete 


* , This, at Culloden carv'd, 25 
| is, Britannia 


"Twas this, made ebellion retue ; 
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Not they, who Troy took, 
Cou'd more bero-lilkee look, 


Than the men, who that day drew Sweet Bryar- F 


"Twas us d to 
Banditti- like 82 . | 
And again ſhou'd, if times did e . 
Now tis drawn in defence 
Of our friend, Common Senſe, 
For our reaſon we truſt with Sweet Bryors 


If dullneſs ſhou'd dare, 
Among us interfere, 
Forcing wit with a bluſh to retire 3 
»Tis refolv'd on, Nem- Con» TRANS 
Swearing, humbugg and pun * 4 
Shall their entence receive from: Sweer 50. 


Hand in hand let's unite, 
And in folly's deſpite, 
Real merit we'll ſtrive to nga, 3 
Like men let us thi nk, 5 
' And like men let's drink, 
Here $ Cucceſs to the blades of Sweet Bene. 


SONG. 212, ly My. Stevens, 


For a.catch cluh ; 'ro the ſame dane. 


HEN the deity's word 
Throughout Chaos was heard, 
And in order uproſe this vaſt * fir, 
The ſpheres ſung his praiſe, 
= —— diſcord eou d taiſe, 


nnn fire 


* 


* 1 
Each child th 
20 chorus My the oy df 
ms were (gratefully Alen, 
aud, Yes 41d skies rung, 
Wirk creation's glad ſon . 
And Harmony eccho' theo! Wie, 


«3 © . 
10 oF 


”Fis muſic, hole 1 
4 Each fierce p anon an 
s we 7 ” 

wk . 5 by Rive Fo 70 
Madneſs unk a at the ſo wan 
For ſenſe comes at Harmony" 7 at, Gi 


The ſpider inflam d, Pl 
| Terenas 2 1 ne 
Wit] þ biothag will each victim wit; K, 
3 is ſure 1 43 
The ſad patient to cute, 
For OL, $ Call, fire 


Timothens had Ku n 
; To curb Philip's ſon” $ 1 OW > 
With I, touch make bi s heart Hf © br fat, fir 3 
He in tune put his breaſt 
Then let Love do the 
For Love comes at A iN 


Euri dic La and 
By his oy act kalte rain, Las ha 
Could the foreſt's wild te x W. Air, 
Na ſtones we 8 
ll, obs bedient move, 


At ee 0 ee $ Fab 16% 


| | Rocks why AST be 


/ 


[ 219 J wi 3 

The at lobe muff to ruin pa K 

2 aven above, art 1 | 

Still AI mufte and love tob 2:64 7. 
Eternal in Harmbny join; fit. tft bits 


This night let ds firive © 
To keep himour ative, | 
But firſt F chis bumper bed, 8 fi 5 
Let him, who fings beſt, N 
Sing a ſong for the reſt, 8 


n e ar. 4 


Tue, Margarer's gh S 


As at the fllent mill he hour 
When fots reel home w 

Tom Taper knock'd at Bagnio eee AP 
Vowmg revenge on Pank. 


His face Was like the damask rofe; ; 
Edg'd with Ceraleam hae | , 
So red his cheeks, and eke his noſ:, 
And eke his lips ſo blue. "LA APP 


So ſhall each drunkard's face appear, 
Who ſwallows to exceſs; 

This is the look we all muſt wear, 
Unleſs we bumper leſs. * 


As finks *gainft rain, fo ſtunk kis breaths | 
Tainted by pills on pills; O 
Looſe, black and rotten look'd his teeth, 
His legs the dropſy ſwells, 
- 


. 


His 
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His faces at firſt, was fair and freſh, 

And pure, at firſt, his breath She 
But ned ns deſtroy'd Via ſodden en, | 1 

And ſpitting ſpoil'd his teeth. * Ly 
He totter'd to his harlot's bed, 

And cry'd, awake, — ſee 3 TR 8 
Bet. Bet . Oh raiſe thy rotten *. 

See what I take for thee . 


Zethink thee, Berty, of thy oath, 
Thou ſwore, that thou ——— ſound 5 

I thought ſo once, but, faith and wo, 
The contrary I've found» 


He made his horſewhip loud! ſnack, 
Then off the bed a 1 


And much he whal'd her tender back, | 
Then ery d out, bunt, adien· 4A 


In vain ſhe curs'd, in vajn ſhe pray'd, 
Incelilant ſtill whipp'd he; 

And this, and this, and this, he ſaid, 
Be due to all like thee» | 


The watchman hoarfe loyd gave a blow, 

The pewter rattled on the ſhelf ; | 
Fill'd with revenge, then home withdrew 

The flagellating elf · 


About the room awhile ſhe ski 

| And murder murder ! baw 

Help! murder! help !—Oh, I've been . 
Tuben for a noggin call d. 


ren 


[ 2211 
She limp'd to bed, drew up the eloathe, 
Down laid herſelf full ſore ; 
Took off a dram, then blew her noſe, 
And ſpoke that night no mote- · 


SONG 214, by Me. Stevens. 
RE CITATIVE. 


DANO v. 
EHOLD; where ben ding branches twine, 
Where circling woodbines eluſt'ring join, 
Where jeflamin with jonquils wove, 
Form the ſweet arch to ſhelter love. 


1 ” A 
round the wing'd-pois'd warblers fly, 
Or chirping 1 e to 2e ; 
The tinkling brook glides dab ing 1129 
While fanning breezes 
The flow'ry couch ra's eee, 
Pomona has pre par 1 the feaſt, 
Ard Cupid comes à welcome gueſt ;* 
Haſte, my fair, 
, Y our lover he 
Nor let him Pw. + the reſt. | 


Enter N b 
RECITATIVE. 


W e 
Oh! help me, Damon, ſhepherd, ſee 
How on A 3 2 W * * 
Has fix d 2 ſting; I faint, I War, 42 
Ok! luekleſs me, to wander there: 


T3 AIR 
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ATR II. 


DANMo N- 


If that ſo ſmall a wound can give 
Such ſharp, ſuch dreadful pain ; 

What muſt the heart-pierc'd youth rective 
When ſtung by your diſdain ? 


AIR III. 


D E L 1 As 
Ah! . ſay, rather each ſwain, like the 


n 
Flies buzzing about every beauty they ſee 
They ſip up the ſweets, but bequeath her love's 


| ſting 
And at once, like the bee, the ſhepherd takes 


Wing: 


RECITATIVE. 


- 


Daxo x. | 


Before I wou'd thy charms forſake, 
The day ſhall iofe its light; 


DZT. 
If thou thy love - worn vow ſhau'd break 
With me, *twas endleſs night · 
But ah! you've ſaid, and I believe, 
You look too lovely to deceive. 


AIR IV. 


| To deck Florg's 
ſpring; 


DA Mor. 


boſom, while flowers ſhall 
While 
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Thin Gimglng rills murmur, or ſoaring lark 


While 1 4 graſshopper ſips up the pearly- | 
dropp 4 dew, | 
6 his Delia ſhall Damon prove true · 


E 1 14. 


But 2 ſun — the cloyds uh with 


And vidbling flocks riſing, repair to the fold 
Let 1 to the bower where skreen'd on thy 
e 
From the damp-dropping miſts thou ſhalt lull 
me to reſt, 


8 ON G 215, by Mr. Stevens. 
Tune, Sing tant ararara, True blues 
. goſſips, who blab out the ſecrets of 
L | 


ſtate, 
tell-tales, who over the tea-tables prate, 
Ve boaſters uf favours, from beauties overcome, 
Be wiſer, poor pratlers, henceforward be mum - 
Sing tantararara be mum, &c+ 


When the girl grants ker lover one favour too 
many 

As girls to their Lovers can ſcarce refuſe any, 

When ſhe's left, ſhe may pout, ſhe may glout, 
and look glum, 

Yer ſhe's ſtill thought a maid, if ſhe ſtill is but 
um. 


Sing tantararara, 


Ye wives, who ha buobands l their 
dier, * 1 eng 
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That time give the bottle that's due to your 


beauties; 


Wou'd you cure them, take care when in drink | 


they reel home, 


To receive them with ſmiles, and refolve to be 


mum. Sing tantar arara, &c-+ 
Te is good to hold faſt, to holdk much, or hold 
ong , 3 [tongue 3 
But the bet bold of all is to hold faſt your, 
Tho' wits, by their words good companions” 
become, | Ws 84 
Can they get half ſo much as the man who is 


mum Sing tantararara, &c · 


The ſervant, who lily keeps filest, will riſe, 
His ears he muſt doubt,nor give faith to his eyes: 
Ask the fine waiting maid how ſhe rich cou d 


be come, /4 | ; 
She will curtſy, and anſwer,becanſe I was mum. 
Sing tantargrard, &. 


When the wealth-wanting husband the rick 
lover views, . n 
As the faſhion is now, to grow fond of his ſpouſe, 

By the hopes of a penſion his jealouſy's dumb, 
And the hopes of a pleaſure keeps madam bride 
mum · Sing tantarara, &c. 


But enough has been ſaid, and enough has beer 
ung, 
Remoneber, dear friends, keep good watch o'cr 


your tongue; ̃ 
| Bree no more now to ſay, to an end I am come, 
My rhimes are all out, I muſt henceforth be 
mum. Hug tantararara, Se: 
| SON G 


1 
k 
7 
| 


"* D000 Fas 
[ — 1 . 
0 uo 


„ 
S ON G 216, by Ms. Stevens. 


To the tune of, There was a fair maid, bus 1 
on f tell her name · 
HEN jove ſlunk to earth for abit of 


that ſame, | 

himſelf metamorphos'd to meet afair dame, 

I'm ſurpriz'd he ne er 2 to à cock of the 
Same, th bis fal lol, &c- 


„ below ? 
une will tell you, and women ſheu'd 
ow 
There's none like a cock that can * 
crow, IF. With bis Fal, &e- 


Ye bucks be adviſed by a ft of the game, 
When you find a fair fond of a thing ſhe can't 


name, 
Begin bue to crow, you're cock-ſure of the 12 
With your fal, &c 


'; pleas'd to -helre what a cock can beſtow, 
Wir he knocks for admittance, ſne never ſays 


Bur wide- f adi Sinks and permits him to 
a a * In ber fal, Te- 


The youth who wou'd with with a widow to 
Let him boldly but crow, and upright ſhew his 


Like a hen ſhe will cachle, and call for a treads 
Of his fah - 


1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
. 
| | 


Nor make 


1 2261 


But the 1 who, N Lights the 
= x 
When call'd — erow, cannot l again, 
$hoy'd be Fogg by the females ouch 1 % Ke. 
pen, ii bi 


Tas — char miſs Kitty, the beanteous, 73 
| sl, 

To a \ fable; for wealth was wellock be- 
He ohce Arove 1 to crow, but his mifie was fpoil'd, 
Of Mii ful, &c. 


She won d round the houfe, aud then oft Full | 


His c dhe gently potting, vou d down loving 


But eee vain, for * cou'd he ſay, 
With his fal, &e. 


"* ledges a Fad ira chaiice fn ker 
view, 


He ſifted himſelf out, and the fg d at the 


But — 1 ſhe fi b'd . be. 250 felt 


She A e bim i into * 


For what the once felt, ſhe "wou'd | 15 fel 


agen, 
All women in this will take after the hen, 
With their Fal, & c. 


To you, love-longitiggirts, this advice I beſtow, 
In a lover's addrefles regary, not his ſhow, . 
fave of a man, tilt you're ſure he can 


\CxOW, -* With ＋ 38 &c. 
ON G 


A Wh Hf” 3 wind 


£) 
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8 ON G 27%, by Mr. Stanens. 


Nb nears Yo ey 1959 al l = 
To the tune off No body cam deny. 
8 ory ee 

C 


If, Fg) MSIE let * agree, * 
Tho“ few arp ſo e ſo merry 44 wg: 
hich no egy can n, TE 


Some madmen. to: om: make mi mighty pretence, 
0 


Turn thought topſy- turvy at reaſon's expence ; 


_ arg e vob little, and fore 100 
Th eg na bag cars &c · 


The bigdkl ig Exer In great wribulatipy,5 


he courtier turns crack- brain'd, becauſe "tis 
the faſhiqn/:. 


us religion. ol andeio wine if woe 


Law and ud phys 4 . thole 2 laye may 


Let the : daft god lawyer alone 80 (Jellroy 
Let — nyo not mad 4 ; no, tis thoſe that 


employ; theme}... Nic yo bog nee 


But of all the profefſions, and all the erenices 
By which en mortals are d of 
their ſen 


The loner Ges * him, the pooreſt defence 
* Which no 71 can, Kee 


171 51 2 | Love 


is 


[ad] | 
Lov ah peeing in pens pop phos 


What girl in her wits by a man wou'd be won, 
Who n begin, 2 
Which no bogy can, & 


He's mad for bn mifrſ ſhe's mad to deny 
Yer fd be more mad if be e to try 


him, 
Till the firſt, madman-like, had been ſure faſt 
30 tie him · | Which no body, &c · 


= let = 3 8 ities wink; N 
CE. my t, fill it up to the 
vant Hoi me, ,as I madly 

Which no body can, &c-+ 


The ni nt wears a ce, let us lunatic crown its 

But take this advice from a friend that has 
wa te, 

PEN let us not be ſo mad as to own 

| Which no body can, &c. 


8 ON G 218, by Mr. Stevens. 


To the tune 6f, Came and: liſten to my ditty- 
EASE rude Boreas bluſt'ring 5 — 
Liſt ye landmen all to me 5 
Meſs mates (ow a brother ſailor © 
Sing the dangers of the ſea- 6 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwind riſe, 
To the tempeſt-troubled ocean, 
When the ſeas contend with skies · Hat! 


[229 
! the baatſwain 1470 bay ling 


re y toplail ſhears. and hallyards af 0. 
. topga lants, , be beg 15 1 UA 
Ng Down your tay 55 hand 1958. 0 
1 Now it freſhens, {et the bras ( * 
"Tp The ome cets E 354 ade 1 
Luff, boys, Aut mt ma Abe | 1 
wy Up your 70 ils nuuþly „ n 
ry INF von on down-beds ſperting, 
Feb lock d twixt Fey's ens, 
ſt Freſh enjoyment wanton. courting- 
CC's Safe Rom all but love's aft / 
| Around us roars the tempeſt louder; At 1.2 
Think what fear our minds. abel. 8 
k ! Harder yet, it yet blows BASES ane. ac 
ly Now again the .buasſvain calls. vin) 
LC. 
The topſail yards point to the ind, n 
, See all glear to geef each courls ; 1 45.1] 
as F Let the Fox ſheer So, 25 · — phos T 
Tho! the weather ſhou d 
gol Fore and aft the ſprixfail — — A ' % 
Co Reef the mizen, ſec all clear 10 6 
Ry each preventor br 
Manoa: fore yard, cheat, 
Now 4 * thunder r 
- Peals Is cuntending nga i 


On our bes s fierce rain falls pouring, | 
In our eyes blue light'nings flaſß - 
One wide water all around us, 
All above but one black sky 5 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark! what means yon degadfl e 4h 


* 


T3 __:: 
The foremaſt's gone, cries every tongue out, 
O'er the lee, ewetve feer 19290 deck! 
A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out; 
Call all hands to clear the wreck | 


Quick the lanniards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold z 

Plumb the well, the leak enereaſes, 
Four feet water's in the hold! 


While o'er the ſhip the wild wave's beating, 
We for wives ad children mown : 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating ! 
Alas! to them there's no return! . 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below : 
Heaven have mercy here upon us! 
Only He can ſave us now. © 


On the lee-heam is the land boys, 
= Let the guns o er- board poles yoke 5 
o the come ev „ boys, 
See ! vary mad wy wee MUEY 
The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Up and rig a jury fore-maſt, 
Se rights! ſhe rights! boys, wear off ſhore. 


Now once more on joys we are thinking, 
Since kind fortune fav'd our lives; 

Come, the can, boys let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives. 

Fill it up, abont ſhip wheel it, 4 
Cloſe to lips the brimmer join; 


Where's the tempeſt now, who feels it ? 
None ; our danger's drown'd in wine. 


SONG. 


/ 


[23] 
SONG 219, by Mr. Stevens. 


Tune, Why heaves my fond boſom ? 
IS love, ſpite of laws, will its. empire 


maintain, 
No council confines it, no ** can reſtrain 3 
Then Vg, rigid parents, your daughters to 


In vain are all precepts, love's 5 fill the beſt gude. 
\ What' $ ©) fg, fame, titles, wealth, equipages 


Like pub but the ſimple produQtions of earth * 

But wm like the ſun, beams a light thro? the | 
e 

And, as one warms the earth, t other n 

the ſoul» 


When mutual endearments we mutually 

And the fond pair receive and return equ e; 
Then each tender fibre with extaſy cell, 
And che furious embrace thro? each art xy chxills. 


2 inly murmur'd proclaim the ſgift 

ifs, 

And life, at each lip, is kept in by a kills; 

e ke f. . love's tempeſts 
uecee 


As _ after whirlwinds, all nature ſeems 
e 0 


Ye youths who, Naccifſus-like, ton on dear 
Ye beauties ex'd betwixt merit and 
r W. 
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Wou'd Jos wiſh pot to waſte, hat enjoy ev'ry 


"Tis love, but not ſllove muſt hen you the 
Ways 


Youth flies like « ſhaft that ſwiſt ann 'midft 
th 

No A vgs remain that it ever pali's there; 

Then, white you are yopag, be not yoarhf ul 
in, vain, 


* once taſte the bliſs, e 178 ir 
. HANS 8 


v cannot wu donkey as "airs e 
"Tis , late to repent, to te gent when you're 


Ak oer heart what you're made for * will 
r g quick to mans © 
While _ fir for enjoyment, enjoy all = can · 


s ONO 220, by Me. Stevens. | 
Thee, Pa Uh uf u c af. 


8 Doft beneath a hay-thow flepr, 
A, While 3 ſun — E 


Dick (obſervant) f 
Reſolved the nymph to o iden 
preſs'd her ſo tight, 
5 Teak. ſne wak'd in affright, 
I won 't, 


t you nn * 
Pu A what's your v 5 
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J come, ſays Dick, to have ſome chat, 
Then cloſe to her lips he ſqueez'd 5 
Says Doll, I gueſs what you'd be at, 
"Bu now I'll not be teiz'd- 
She roſe to be gone, 
And he tumbled her down : 
She call'd our for help, and thus begs'd of the 
clown, 
O Dick dear, 
Don't, forbear, | 
You ſhall nor have your Will, 


Upon the new made hay ſhe fell, 
oo weak Dick's fury to repreſs, 
What happen'd there, I dare not tell, 
But all are free to gueſs; 
*Tis * that ſhe ſtill kept crying outs 


don' 
Lu call my mother, depend Dick, upon * 
You ſhan't, 
I won't, I can't, 
You ſhall not have your vill 


The chorus birds ſung ober their . 
The s quv ring thro? the giove, 

The hay ſmelt ſweet, green look'd the meads, 
All nature ſighed out love. 

Dick offer'd to riſc, but ſhe languiſhing criesy 

As panting ſhe lay with her W 


eyes, 
A moment, Dick, be ſtill, 


Since now you've had your wi 


Lord, fighs the girl, you haſty men 


Love, afford bux one poor pr "0 
Ou fowls at home, Vs ſparrow Hes | 


[ 234 ] 
Is ten times ber ter off, | 
Tho” you had your will, 
Vet there's mine to come ſtill ; 
Dick gucſs'd what ſhe meant, and roſe * 
the hint; 
Her wiſhes to fulfill, 
He let her have——her vill. 


8 ON G 221, by Mr. Stevens. 
Tune, Calin and Phæbe. 8 


O N a mm graſſy brink, in the willow's 
T 
e 


3 refling, reclin'd a fair maid 3 , 

— — o'er the ſpring that limp'd idly along, 
Well pleas'd ſaw prune and thus tun'd her 
| ſong. | Wel pleas a, &c- 


Tho" the ſquire's fine ſueetheart ſhou'd look 
in the ſtream 5 

Tf the chryſtal tells truly, more comely I ſeem 5 

Wbat's the daiſy, the racy © or the ſtrawberry” s 


As oft in the church-yard on ſenday 1 weed, | 
While gaping Tours Bxiozing o'er tombſtones 
are ſpre 


N bebe they ren o I keep on my 


And a dowplooking ſeem not to hear what they 
N e * 


Each 


9 


| Then ſciz'd her hand-kneeling, and ſunk at her 


And again, and * and again was entrane d. 


235 
Each kneeling ſwain loudly ſts I am fair, 
Y et none can delight me till HawthorwT hear; 
Speed your ſearch, wy ſurill ſongſters, till 


Hawthorn you ſe 


Then tell him, be's Raid for, he's ſtaid for by 
me · Then tel. him, &c. 


Hark the vetver bis buzzing the honey cu 
More ſweet is the taſte of his roſe«colour* 125 
On the lamb's curling fleece, I my arm liſtleſs 


reſt, 
And figh for the ſofter warm pillow, his breaſt. 
And ſigh, &c- 


"Tis hath for his fond one, the ſhepherd reply'd, 


fide 3 | 
She ſtarted, while bluſhes her boſom beſpread, 
Then languiſhing —_— and bew d, faking, 
her head- Then lung miſhing', &e. 


All lovel wild-looking, the ſhepherd ſhe 
claſ a, 


All ra * returning, the enamour d he Sg 3 
Then — melting, ſhe agu e 


dear, 


Dear Hawthorn, for God's ſake 0 ao not, 
forbear · &c- 


Dear 


At letigth gazing {ycerhleſs, words-dy'd on her 
tongue, 


mow * fin Gght the clouds dance ſwift 
ong 


Riviving, wy Hawthorn- ſhe-fondly advanc'd, 
Ang again, &c. 
8 O NG 


* 


* 


ee 
SONG 222, by Mr. Stevens. 
Tune, By Fave I'll be free. 


ment ſo weak, | 

dote on your waſte, or your roſe - dimpled 

check ; e 
The N curling locks, which your white neck 
F 1 Ys 
Your love-pouting lips, or youreye-darting ray ; 
"Tis = bar thoſe — Abich fo mr = 
een, N 
Tis 1 more ſoctret but gueſs what 


Mean. 
* 


| "oa T love you, yet think not my judg- | 
0 


Platonics, eorporeal embraees diſdain, 

Their mental enjoyments no paſſion profane 3 

The mind of a miſtreſs perhaps may enchant, 

Yer ſtill fleſh and blood will meer fleſh and 

want: 

Each ſex fighs for more than to ſee and be ſeen 

What more 3s's they figh for F Why Es. 
what I mean. 


Can . 1 warm ſte ams All the hungry with 
chear 

Or the fight of a bank dry verty's tear? 

The jingling of guineas, 4 of? feaſt, 

They care not to hear of, unleſs they cou'd taſte 2 

"Tis thus with the lover, not what he has ſeen, 

But * he can taſte of, that H neſs hat 
means 


We 


® 


= 


ARA MM, 


\Y 
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We wiſe tee ming mortals, five ſenſes retain 
In the pay of the will, to be = s to che brain z 
One ſenſe, like the ſerpent the te , 
As man's mol inelin d to > ps: ſmell or dae; 
Bur 1 1 is he pre EP Hot be ons 


For to — | is no more than renn was 
In, Fi 


How fv 66r dhe Conſerion! — the VG ' 
When — Joining beeaft, we blend in in a 
; 


17 


D ane 


All madneſs the lover, the fair all TM 

Ev'ry ſenſe then in one they exta Ei : 

What's that ſi uſe of all ſenſes? \ 

drops the ſcene; 

"is ſomething, chat's —. nes 
what I mean. Ms 


8 ON G 223, by a. Stevens. 


Tone, Farewel to Lochahors 


HE ul may boaſt of his wel- 
D Ming confound 
ac the coxcom W 5 
The ſtateſman may vaunt of political ſchemes 3 
Let poets be fool'd by their fancy-form'd dreams 3 
Let night-wafſtirig learned their hunts unfold, 
7 Give the toper his hottle, the miſer his 5, 
* N wealth, drinking, wit, 


prote 
"Tis — dear woman, R che 
'F: reſt. | Und ihe? 


2381 
'Tho' n fing o'er our 


And Flora's gay paintings enamel the meads z 
| The” Sagan tn: Pleaſant, fo thick grow 


So warm thine the fun and ſo cool breathes 
eeze; 

The odour of ſpices, the ſtal 

Each — * nature Er 
r eee can ne er ſtand 


Wich * dear woman, * * all rhe 


What woe can we Keel, if fond woman 12. ? 
'The noſtrum of nature, the med'cine of life, 
In ev'ry affliktion, the cure is a wife; 

For think not, ye fair, that theſe praiſes are paid 
To ee miſer-like virgin, the green-fickneſs 
Tho” ſo delicate ſhap'd, yet imperfee! s 'your 


Art Ven“ ofeief exiſt, 2 oy 're | TONY by 
man- 


SONG 224, „ eee. 


Tune, Deſpairing beſide a thear re um. 


Y the be 92s of a green ſtagnate pool 
B* el Nes was ſat, — her 


Her 3 locks frizzled her skull, 
As briſtles the hedge-bog beſpread: 


tf} AA ww  .0ox 


yy „ ph try 


aid 
eſs 


her 
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The wind toſs'd her tatters abroad; 
Her aſh-embrown'd beauties reveal'd ; 
A link-boy to her, thro' the mud, 
Barefooted flew over the ſie ld · 


As vermin on vermin will dine, Fee 
As carrion beſt ſuits the crow's taſte, 

Thus beggars and bunters conjoin, 5 
And, hog- like, on dirt E A feaſt. 

To a Hottentot, offals have charms, 
And with garbage their boſoms they deck 3 


Thus ſhe fluctiſhl d her arms, 


While he filthily fell on her neck · 


our love, tho'I 828 jaws + 
s plyer at -houfe 5 
Not —— to — ar 
As to kiſs is the cheeks of my Nan · 
O my Jack, cries the mud - colour d ſhe, 
gave him a rib- que ezing hug 3 
I'd ileep in a cellar with the, 
Tho' bit by the blood-ſucking bug · 


Fall as black as themſelves now the, «ky - 
To the ſouth of the horizon lower d 3 
Their wedding to keep iu the dry, 
To a ſtable they haſtily ſcower d; 
While the rats round them hungry explot d, 
Undaunted they took their tepoſe; 
All night in the litter they ſnoc'd, 
And wak'd the next morning to louze · 


SONG 


SON G 225, by A4. bien, j 


Tone, Bag GDI 4 17 41. 
OW Europe eat a 95pole am . 


4 


Waere — deen fearleſs of 
Lads, lik under love, and Voz leffors Hil 


teach | 
To the — ent and then batter i in 
breach Jing tam ararara taaſt all. 


*Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Cupid's c gn our foes arc all far 3 

As fair let us fight, ahd make proper ſeizur e, 
Here's ſucceſs « to our enſign, the ftandard of 


Pleaſure. ing tantarar ara roaſt ali. 
—_— my * your lips the brimming zlaſs 
it 54u 


May we never want conrage when put to 4 ſhift! 

And that we may never of happineſs miſs, 

May we kils deere we pleaſe, and fol pleaſe 
' Where awe hiſs» Sing tant ar arar a, toaſt all: 


wiſh of the frortfy ſhall next be recounted, 
L him, each r lady loves well to be 
mounted; ; 
The lover, in this toaſt, has likewiſe a ſhare, 
For he, hunt{man-like, is for ſeizing the hare: 
Sing tantararara, toaſt ail. 


Ye Crortfinen, whoſe ſtomachsfor feeding are fit, 
Call — cook here, I'll give you four hamy on one 
ſpit, And 


. 


244 ] 
Ae e 


ri 
N {phy page or ta e all. 


Come, © m "labs, 0 once again let your lk be 
Hort the the that woeps moſt when dr be = 


ea 
And Ro #4 _ on Lich oy favourite theme, 


Here's.ta Sn reren unction extreme 
„ ee eee a. 
Ny ohr Sie tkes es alway abe pleas a to I — 
2 car 575 AVE what W beet gives 1 

eeping time, to de part we are 


Mons aur 97 be e e be.ſperd yo ,. 


eee en all 
One bealeh, due, my brave 


ſt, teach, » wich your 


In * os, hy e ED, N WY ont of 
Wr 43 Tiend, 

De s the — 4 in the buſh, and the bu — beſt 
e who lus tm that loves to ſpend" 
"0 0 * Kg dene all. 


2 Lime females: be dl 


ge gr cets, ; 
Is the 1 s wife, that well ſtitches in 


ſheets. ; 
Next, the "Howe Jemale-Reaper, who, ihe 


ee ps her hand in, 
$9 60 does her * —  @ handful Goren flank | 
ts» 3 irar, 9 al 
ere 


[242] 
Here's the miller”s wife's Ae, worth al other 
tones, 


Wh the fide i ot pen, and front grinds the 
Call the maker of backets, bis vife's worth a 


bottle, 
She'll ſtrip the bark dotun, and get ſafe keep the 
wartle.· 

Sing tantarar ara, toaſt alle 


» the laſs who's lamb-like, be a bumper replete 
To ill wags her tail, as ſhe taſtes of hho 709 ; 


Here' . the cole - hole of Cupid, may ev'ry buck 
it 
And 90 all equal joy in the critical minute. 
Sing tantararara, toaſt all. 


Nom he whe delt wu who's ſtill on her 


To A ones clear, and well ſcower the yards 
And her architect ſiſter, tlie jo joy of the 1 
Who the ſtones can replace, tho foe pulls down 


the e 
Sing tantararara, toaſt all. 


young female chymiſt, by natural heat, 
Nee; en pace of Efe from fugh quarries can get: 
But of all the fair females, the girl Imoſt prize, 
Is the skilful-farr'd female, the judge of a-ſize- 
Sing Fantarararay foaft alle 


Now a truce OPER Wy no, one more 1 
will name, 


N ve enter d the liſts to Frotett loex's 
| Here's 


lack game ; 


[ 243 ] 
Here's, the, compre, who keeps at the cockpie 


And naked at — with uncover'd will ſtand- 
Sing Cant aTardr ay traſt all. ; 


Remember, lads, life's but a ſummer's. Mort 
El. POLY "39 JON 


bay; 
K is A that we live for, let's 
re's the harveſt of life, L Lose, pry and An 
Claret · Sing tautararara, toaſt all» 


SONG 226, by Mr. Stevens, 
Tune, Sing Tantararara Masbs all. 


ME, my bucks, let to- night be devote d 
to drinki 5.95, 

To-morrow's too to. be troubled. with 
; thinkin 

Inſpir'd by , Ig rl ſing wb his praiſe 

And crown'd with a bumper, inſt A che 


bays -. 
- Sing Tantararara Bucks al. 


| From Bacchns our name is, tho' ſome ſay from 


For Kent was the firſt (like a buck) who made love, 
To a bull for the ſake of Europa be yrns, 
And bequeath'd to the man, the 'd marry 
his horns- Sing Tantarar gra, &c⸗ 
Tis by women each buck at true honour ate 


"tion X 2 The 


© +4 


Tie r race . wle 1. 6 


1 ES 5 
wn = ö the Greeks round the world 
, N to roam, 


E Fontarar ara, &. 


* Had the ſon of 4 Detis, inſtead of the brane, 
Been plung d over head in a hogſhe of oy 
He'd. ave 83 among mortals, ecure from 


A buck, . he's drunk, is a match for the 
devil. 7 Sing e &c · 


But why hows 'the ancients Rill fill up my 
"Tis he "wg the moderns, a p71 hou d 


i e my roly- erowu⸗ temples 1 nointz 
And a health take to him, who firſt drank a 
| half-pint. - Sag Terre, &. 


Were grapes on the mount of Parnaſſus but 


growing 
Or Helicon' «conduit with French claret flowing; 
Nay wou'd Phebns but drink like an honeſt 


Back flow, 
Like — we'd honour his buckſhip Apollo. 
| | Sing Tantargrara, &c- 


What are itte che muſes, to nine mouldy 


casks ? 
Or the tea-table's ſplendor,toſplendid full flasks? 
What is Pegaſus good for? Ves, he ſhall be mine, 
on ate F. 


Sing Tantararara, &c- 
In 


( 
1 
þ 


A* * 
S 
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La dag. geek M meads, when the birds whiltje 


How i Iv is their muſic, how ſimple the ſound ? 

Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, 

And a good fellow's — Boy, ſix bottles more & 
Sing Tantarararay &c 


Can in, or verſe, love or landſea Liens 
A fix bottle ſound, or a fix bottle 


oy 4 meet them at midnight, chelr . 
Who firſt t mond give out, Faith, the bottles, 


or I. Sing Tantararara, &c. 


This tuning and pip ing, no longer I'll bear it, 
What's all pipes © muſic, to one pipe of clazcr ? 
By my ſoul, re ks, I love it, and why, wou'd 
you know, Fe 
Drink only as L'ye nen ay all like it too · 
ararara Bucks * 


SONG 227, by Mr. Stevens. 


ane, Lumps of Pudding. 


N ou good-hymour took wit as 
$ 
Reſolv d to indulge i in a ſenſible feaſt; ' 
Their liquor was claret, and love was thelt hoſt, 
And —_ > ſong and ſentiment garniſh'd cach 


But . — like true bucks they enjoy'd their 
elign, 
Fos the joys of a buck lie in love, wit and wine 
Alam d 


X 3 


—— 


[446] ef 
Alarm'd they all heard at the doch bond boy; 


And the watchman hoarſe bellow d, "was 


They nilbly 88 the aiſtucbing dog found, 
And up ſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent 


bound, 
When 1 ogg to the light, how much were 
| eas d 
Torr _ the grey glutton Time they had 
eizꝰd · 
His glaſs was his lanthorn, his ſeythe was bis 


His Feil lack dandled a-down his ſmooth skull . 


My friends, quoth he, coughing, I thought fit 
y * 0 , hing, & 


And bid ye begone, for it's paſt twelve o 'clocks 
Says the vehom'd-tooth'd ſavage, on this ad- 


vice fix, 
Tho” nature ſtrikes twelve, folly points to fix ; 
He er- had preach'd, but no Joon er they'd 
ar it, 
So hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret : 
This is right, call'd out Wit, while we're in 
Our prime 5 
There is nothing like claret, for killing of Time» 
Huzza, rejoice Love, now no more can he 
Knock, 


No impertivent tell us, *tis paſt daun o'clock. 


Now Time is no more, or no more can forbid us, 

Love 3 of that troubleſome gueſt well 
rid us 

Yet 11 Time Mould be wanting for any defign, 

Henceforth he U be 9 in A a hogſhead of 

wine ; | Since 


. 


[247]. 
Since Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think 


By this rule we ate ſure of our Time when we 
drink · 


Come, lads, iet your gtd. with bange be 


Nos keges 're certain our drinking ore + well 
Tim d. . 


5 ON G 448, by Ms. Stevens. 
To the Tune of, When firſt Procreation began | 


. S Jove over earth caſt his eye, 


Thirſty mortals he dradgiog beheld, 
call'd to each God of the E/, 


And Olympus with pity was fill'd. 
Immortals theſe flaves prithee view, 
To relieve them this day I defign, 
For our ſakes then to Semele flew, 5 
And on her got the great God of wine. 


Jore ponder'd as ſhe grew with child, * 
Baby Bacchus threw him into fear, % 
Wiſely judging his darling was ſpoil d, | 
mammy, young maſter ſhou'd rear : 
So ſnatching him ſudden away, 
In, his thi h did the infant enfhrine, --- 
And we find from that time to this day, 
Jove takes the beſt care of our wine · 


To earth ann buck was d 4, 
And claret preſented around, re 

In remembrance of where he was batch'd, _ 
The colour it bore of Jove's wound: 


A pearl - like complexion Champaign 
"Ve know by pace weary Poor 


D 
So he ting d it like her ſhining tears. 


Now grief and deſpair died with ſpite, 
. ſorrow 11 . away 3 
mortals got every night, 
Ava laugh'd themſelves ſober = day: 
The faſhion of ſleep was unknown, 
And paſſive obedience to wives, 
Our forefathers drank with renown, + 
And liv'd all the days of their lives. 


Come, my lads, let us ſtrive to improve 
Antiquity's ſociable plan, 

All day let us wantonly love, 
All night let us drink if we can: 

To politics: pox of the name, 
Let coxcombs or madmen incline, 

If we muſt be ſearching for fame, 

Search what houſe is moſt famous for vine · 


8 ON G 229, by Mr. Stevens. 


Tune, Two Gods of great Honour, Bacchus, c · 


RIA D N E one morning to Theſeus was 
en miſſing her man, to the beach down 


ſhe flew, 
Her cries unavailing, ſhe ſaw far off ſailing, 
His ſhip "fore the wind, leſs'ping fur to 


ber view: | 
She tore hey fine hair, beat her brook in deſpair, 
Spread her arms to the skies, aud ſunk down 
in a ſwoon, | | 


Wben 


1249 


When Wege "midſt Ether, beßt d lese of 


To | comfore the taly, Joy granted? his bon · 
Then genily deſcending, her forrows befriend 


His Thy. he ſtruek galuſt che bg: belly d 
When —— the ſmooth gravel, in murmuring 

A k c. Champaigh at her head bubbled 
She wak'd with the ſcent, yet khew not what 

But efolring 0 &iok, quite exhaufted with 
She — 1.5 Champaign, licks her ys, Aunke 


ain, 
And feels herſelf . freed 4 her 


fears · 
On this ſhe kept thinking, at that he kept 
drinking, 


And look'd upon Die. as a pitiful af; 
She boy n to reſume, fir, her grief {mother's 
loom, fir, 
And ſociable wiſh'd not to drink b y herſels., 
The god, her adorer, confeſs'd ſtood before her, 
She hail'd the celeſtial, ſhe weleom'd the 
: gueſt, 
To reſiſt, tis in vain, the force of * * 
Ie. claſy'd a b 


Each girl given . betray ber ber, | 
Her minerals, hartſhorn and ſalts ma 
throw by; Champaięns 


L 250 J 
Campaign the elixir will fix herr, 


If rly ſhe'll the preſcription. apply - 
n wrbridge and Bath, arc 2 RR Ha, 


For megrim, hyp, vapour and ſpleen ſancy'd 
But 3 produce ſuch a care-curing juice ? 


SONG 230, by Mr. Stevens, 
Tune, Hightand Laach. 


S gilded ſerpents ſeek the ſun, 
n filthy mazes ſubt'ly wrning, 
The ambitious thus glare creeping on, 
May I be till ſuc * ſcorning · 
CHORUS. 
go ' my bonny, _ 4 
roſy, vintage, b c 
pf rw act, | 
By thee we're great, 
For only thee can greatly make us 


As moles for worms (tho? purblind) try, 
r themſelves in dixt· tais d lumber, 
*Midft uſeleſs ſchemes, thus ſchoolmen pry, 


Let no ſuch ſearch, my thoughts encumber · 
* * Oh ! my bonny, &c» l 
The joys, hare, horn and hound can yield 
The ruſtic "uire thinks delighting, oa 7 
The down bed quits for dew-ſpread field, y 


But à bottle's chace ſure s more inviting» 


The ſailors dreadful dangers court, 


No longer, lovers, lonely pine, 


[ 251 1 


And fortune thro” the ſeas purſuing, 
We ſooneſt gain the wiſh'd-for port, 
If quick we keep the bottle gbing 
14 Oh ! my bonny, &c+ 


Pale love-fick fools, mop'd by deſpair, 
Who whimper midſt coquetiſh Iaſſes, 

And quit their bottle for the far, 
Are regis rg aſſes · Oh ! &. 


HFenceforth be better taught your duties, 
Leave ladies in their turns to whine, 
And let brick bumpers be = beauties- 
1 51 my borny, &. 


SONG 291, by Ms. Stevens. 
Tune, Shanbuy- | 


E bucks, far and near, tomy ſonnet give ear, 

And quit the dull trouble of thinking, 

The ſage, long ago, ſaid, that nothing he knew, 
Poor ſoul was unſtady'd in drinking 

Dull mumbling of Plato, 

Or Ar Cato, 
Diſpaſſionate ſtoies will make us, 

But the men wiſe, 

Such Pedantics deſpiſe, 
And attend to the leftures of Bacchus- 


With fal wig, in fine coach, ſee the doBors 
a c þ | 


And waſcalas mould er their e, ., 


— 


252 ] 
Grave ſell the cane to veing 
And.co ca 12 5 70 ee 8. 
3 * 
Te n 
Wich tions, poke Ae 2 „ us, * 


cir bon 5 — may og 
But we 11 fill up each y. 
By the nouriſhing noſtrums of. + 


By fyeophant fate, ſee the nd ls apa nh 5 
Spite of plain dealing, merits endeavours, 


That Fil, m—_— Fortune, is hoad+ wink d moly 


And, (carter at random er kerours- 
lads of true Pirit, 281 
2 Pay court ſhip to claret, 
N power the — will make us; 
Can penſions, or pope, _ _, 
No wor ribband or dH. 
Life us up like the bounties of Bacchus? 


Ye lads, when you ay with ite fair to ſucceed, 
With bumpers begin yaw love Lear . 
It cmboldens each mind, in the lady "ow * 
Tuill Rl the force 5 
Du in your 
Tas a bottle ee 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to g/ertake uy 
Our decay we prevent. 
His wounds we cement, 


By the typical balſam of Bacehuse. 


Nem- con · let us join, in the praiſe of good vines 
While miſers midſt millions dread ning 
hile lovers are mourning, and ladies are ſcorn- 


3 love 2 En equal ig ing, 


Obſerve 


ed 4, 


2831 
- Obſerve tho? the toaſt t, 
Leaſt our liquor be loſt, - i9 
And Death midſt a bottle o'ertakes us, 
To be even with him, 
Fill each Glaſs to the brim, _ _. 
Fer we'll die with a bumper to Bacchus 
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* 


Tane, On 4 time I was great, but now little, &t· 


'N heaven, once at an ambroſial feaſt, 
Where the laſs loving Jove was the hoſt, ſir, 
e gayly propos d a good health to the beſt, 
enus he fix d for his toaſt, fir- 
Each ny lick'd his lips, as the health went 
about, T2 | 
But Pallas began at her father to pout, 
As much as to ſay, there needs not this rout, 


About toaſting the face of miſs Venus. 


At length Juno broke filence, and ſwore by 
her power, ' AC 
(As wives we know ſometimes ride reſty) 
The near began to drink damnable ſower, 
The toaſt made the juice taſte fo fuſty. . 
Says, eviſhly, Pallas, fir what do you mean, 
To drink — health, and not mentibn your 
neen'? | * | 
Her breath is as ſweet, and her mouth is as clean 
As the lips of that lazy whore, Venus- 


Mas (illing)peply'd, to affront you, I'm 
oath 18 11 


Bat what mouth I have, how js it you know v 
Tag Y By 
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By Jove I'll be judg'a, who I'm Curt has kiſs'd 


8 ö N . 
I hate a breath that's much ſweeter than) uno. 
Pallas, what pleaſure*cau your lips Pro- 
m, ant "i 
Y ou feat to allow them their natural uſe, 
But ſplenetic fill them with dirty abuſe, 
And rail at the bycath-of your berters+ 


Jove roſe in a rage, like a 1 8 director, 
And bid them be filent and civil; 
Either quietly take off their bumper of Nectar, 
Or troop With their lips to the Devil. 
Here's a fuſs with your cleanlinefs ; : zoands ! 
tis a jeſt, en 
By Paris Himſelf, T have heard it conſeſs d, 
ho* you've heavenly breaths, they but ſtink 
at the beſt, _ . g 
So away went the Goddeſſes grumbling. 


Come, came, ſays young Bacchus, pray, father 
— „ , IL VUSIT ION 
Fol ſee they went quiet along, fir, 
Let's drink and be merry, the women are gone, 7 
Brother Phoebus ſhall give us & ſong, fir. 
Apollo bean: with the belp of the nine, 1 
The ladies return'd, and all jovially join: | 
Such power has mulic, when mingled with wine, 


They got lovingly drunk together. 


$ ON G 233, by Mr. Stevens. 


ru x Bacchus, the patron of love wit, | 
5 2 x and mirth, 4 . | 0 
/izh vine yards had planted the face ofthe earth, 


Some 


er 


ine; 


8. 
wits 


arty 
eme 
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Some 9 turn d rebels, and broke from bis 


7M drank: with his bounties denied 'to dey 
. Dey down, &e. 


He bamet d bis — he meta '>$his force, 
Silenus was ſutler, lord Pan led the horſez _. 
The Ganges they paſs'd,” came in E the 


foe, 
And ſtruck them alt dead, without ferlkibg a 


blow. e Derry down, &c 
*g, L. did the feat, put their troops in a 


For he den in in. o _ camp' over night, 
And while they lay ſlee ping, not dr 
e eee eee 
He drew off their wine, ſill'd their flasks up 


with water⸗ Derry down, &c. 
Nexrmors when they woke, and their bottles 
ulld our, 


The gulp they took, put them all to the 
They ——— from monarch to meaneſt me- 


chanic, 
From whence comes che Py to put men in 
A panic · to. Derry down, Sg 


Ye heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attrafts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſ tempted 


maid, 
Well jndge of this ſcheme, and 1 de- 


clare, 


Cou'd you with meer water march fearleſs. to 
war · _ Derry down, &. 
Y 2 The 


„ 5 TON 
The buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 
As much by his drinking as ſiguting got fame; 
He was ſure of the vitt ry, lads, you muſt think 
Who drank but to conquer, ad conquer'd to 
drink · Derry down, &e · 


By foul, pale-fac'd villiazs, who caly drank 
water, 


Great Cæſar was dragg'd to the ſenatc-houſe 
laughter: e 
Had they drank what they ought, they'd have 


| dropp'd their deſign, | 
And no more ſpill his blood, than we bucks ſpit! 
Our wine · Derry down, &c+ 
* 0 
8 more noble we nouriſh our 
| youth 5 1 
Keep 8 to claret, they're conſtant to 
truth : g 


On the virtnes of wine we depend ʒ 
He who ſticks to his — £rrg ick 42 
Friend. Derry down, & e 


Tis wine (like the ſun) that invigorates our 
0 
Wine blooms our complexions, as $ol blooms 


the flowers; 


And as birds grateful fing, when he ſpreads his 


bright rays, 
So we bucks, in full chorus, chant bright claret's 
praiſe. ; Derry down, &c- 


Mark each roſe, when the fan's from "our hori- 
. nd hangs h 
uts his leaves, dewy weeps, and hangs heavy 
bis head : 1 


When 


on 
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When, his wine's each buck thus 


Wi ecome, 
Folds his arms, gives.a er hides his 
_ i phyks home. ee, 


SONG. 234, by Mr. Stevens 
To the tune of, Sheelin Gu. 

E n ſeriblers, who garreted 

And n each tap-houſe with porterly 


lays 
Yer ſau cy Burgundy take for your, theme, 
And _ olt each rhime to God Bacchus's 
praiſe. | 
Each muſe you pretend, 
Will your Nagl befriend, 
Aud impertinent dare on thoſe modeſt maids 
Then ridicule ſorrow, (call 3 
And laugh at to-morrow, 


And eke out each ſtanza with N de roll. 


The univerſe dry you E Nn drink, 
And wiſh that the fea, boys, was nothing 
but wine z 
Then ſearch for @ rhime, ſerateh your heads, 
ſeem to think, 
And luckily find out the beſt word is brine» 
Then you know jolly mo 
Sounds well with full bo 3 
Tour ready conceptions, ſelſ- 12. - jack you 1. 
Then pat the wo 
Comes in for big, 


The burthen — + with I 4 ru. 
4455 3 
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oſtitutes foul that pad nightly the fireet 
inlet the ſognd Nee mechanical 
rains 

larks they ſcize deadly on each fot they 
meet, 
Lade drunk by bad beleh, and your more 
muddy ſtrains, 

Lou are ſure to deſpiſe 

The ſober, the vile, | 
And ſtill for full bumpers, ful} bumpers will calls 
Then fing * can yet 


Drink yourſelves out Lf debt, 
And drown all reflection in Toll de roll. 


Let 2 be damn'd, come my lads of true 


A moment a at midnight ſhou'd never be loſt ; 
Come, one round of bruſhers to honour the feaſt, 
Bring me a half-pjut in regard of my toaſt, 
May vigovr afliſt, 
Too make the youth bleſs" n 
| Who dare on the nice opportunity ſcizey 
And may the fair join 
Ir,amorous delign, | 
And mutual their aim be to mutually pleaſe · 
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Tune, Black Jokes N 


ILL it up to the top, cou'd this wine bu» 


inherit 


F Bellamy's beauty and Bellamy's ſpirit; 
Wind; joy to my 95 then the bumper Id 


*. —_ join · ; What 


* 
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What more in this life can we have to endear it 
Than beauty, to reliſh a bumper of clarer ? 
Without wine and love, _ s meerly a chest, 
A day without ſun, or a ſun without heat? | 
There's no life 84 love, nor no love WW 
without 2 


From the learned in ory to the « curate in 
* en 
They dig ute on each text, but the text of 
the g 

It is finful 45 ach over liquor they own» 
The lawyers, who often damur to gain time, 
To demur at a boule, nounce it a crime : 
Nay prudes, who pretend &: to ſet love atdefiance, 
When bumbers their blood warm, accept his 


- alliance, \ | 
For wine conquers all, i yo with her | 
downs | 


Come, Cupid, be ninible, bring up a whole 
ozen, 
Well cork'd be the bottles, the bing be well | 
choſen ; 35 | 
Come, give me a toaſt, child; Sir, the muſes | 
nine; 
By pf ſoul in not pledge it; each muſe, how | 
hate her; 
I'l ne'er drink thoſe girls, who can only drink =» | 
warer | 
You're e ad I can tell you, youn 
blinker; yh , you, young 
For that health I'll employ you no more as | 
my skinker, | 
But 5 myſelf henceforth, 1 hope, to wy | 
4 e | 
| 
| 


= ings 
i Here's 
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Here's a toaſt, my brave boys, worth a bumper 
2 4 4, 1 x 
the failers damn come, m 

ann y lads, 


No aky-lights, no beel-taps, but fill and 
Here's Bacchus's balſam, here's beauty's im- 


ver 
The fu of i intrigue, 2 the heart of the lover; 
The miſer *rwill melt, griping ſorrow till eure, 
Enables the feeble, — 4 
One buzza let us give to a ms lo * 


$ONG 236. 


U PID, the ſlyeſt-rogue alive, 
One day was plund'ring of a hive 
But, as with too much eager haſte 
He ſtrove the liquid ſweets to taſte, 
A bee iz'd the heedleſs boy, 
Ard able Him of r cxpetel jo 
joy · 
And rob'd him, &c« 


_ = the urchin felt — ſmart 
the en venom d, y dart, | 
He kick d, he 3 ſpurn d the ground 5 
He blow'd, and then he chaf d the wound. 3 
He blow'd ans chaf'd the wound i in ne 
le blow" d, & · * 
His madneſs but en the s pope 

His madneſs, &. | 4 


Strait to his mother's lap be hies, 


With fwclling checks and Habber' eyes: 
Cr 'd 


* 


. 


L. ode 
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Cry'd ſhe, what does my Cupid. ail? 
He ſobb'd ahd told 1 tale · 
A liitle bird ay frag 2 bee, 


-A littis bird, &oe. SH AI A A 
Wich yellow wings, has 'murder'd me, 
With yellow, &e· Tier 


AIRED mother, 
For all the. world, juſt ſuch another ? 
Whene er yon aim a pois nous dart 
Againſt ſome poor, unguarded heart, 
How little is the archer found ? 

How little, & . ; * * 5 
And yet how deep his arrows wound? 
Au et hog deep, Frcs l 


* 


is & 


4 8,0 N G 237. ML a Ns 
HAT aneans that cb, lad Ty my 


heart ? | dun 
When fore id from Merſy's banks to part: 
A brighter laſs in town you'll find, 

Than gentle Peggy left behind. - 

Go mid the eireles of the fait; 
Go, and forget your fondneſs there - 
Chloe at once the prize will win 
From Peggy's — and mien- 
My flutt ring heart reply din vain 

Y ou hope the fair will cure my pain: 
The painted face and gandy gown 

Will make me ſad, and hate the town» 
When Peggy talk'd, or lightly play'd, 

How faſt the ſummer ſuns decayd 

Can Chlge's wit, or artful ſmile 
"The livelong day, like her beguile? SONG 


4 aa 
* 


{#623 
ON 236. 


1 ifs 04 
AIR Hebe 1 left, ich Wuala dedtgn, 
To eſcape the joint . . * 
wine 3 
To eſcape, &c. hes : 
But found myſelſ burn, w be 
With the xine in 705 9 57 and + wp love 
in my heart tie Hoy 
With the wine, de. = TY 


I repair'd to my — 2 aid, 

Who N my als, any ages owned 
weigh 

Then gravely pronounc 4, in "neuen to my 


That Habe was faireſt of If that was fairs 


That's 2 „ reply'd I, Ive no need to - 
taught 

17 "your counſel where \to-ſind out 2 
ault: 

If that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you — 

For to find n with obs: would "forfeit 


| What hopes! then, alas!. of relief from my 


While de drives, like a neugee thee? each 
throbbing vein ; 
Since Log ſenſes ſurpriz'd in her favour take 


a 
8 ON 


> 


£ we) R 5 2d 
8.6K 0 2 95 


. lad 
* 210 


illed 21 


Y fair, ye ſWains, i aſtray, 
The kite wand'rer 10 1 May, f 


Pear Phys pave Edge yh cy 


Ah! lead het, home, ye Le etl * fois 0 


And bring her ſafely o'er bel. 1 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my love ro 


Conceive what tortutes rack my mind 
And if you'll be ſo juſt and kin 
" d 50 in marks to fd, EY 


billis, Fol 4 


er a cha vou PE 
Serene y 15 hk 2. 455 1 
And mildly gay, it mult be Bey. 21 4:56 ff 
"Tis Pbyl lis, Ke. | _ 00 * 


Not boldly bare, or by e TI 


But under cover, 1li 
In ſecret plays the 

Of P „lis, , ' 
hen ſuch a heav'nly voice you hear, | 
s makes you think a Dryad near; 


h! ſeize her, and r For 
'Tis Phyllis, Ge : 2 


ne nymph, whoſe * cit dp * 


as every grace in every, pat, 
ith murd” _y 2 yet We heart, 
Whoſe 


* 
— . EET 
2 
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Whoſe teeth arc like an iv'ry row, 
Whoſe skin is like the cleareſt ſnow, 


Whoſe face bs that I know 
Is Phil ing ? 


But reſt my BH; and bleſs your füte, 
The Gods, who form d a piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, e ; and ſo compleat 9 

As His, &c. 3 
Proud of their hit in ſuch a flow? . ID TE. 
Which f6*extmy plifies their f pow” 1 


Wil 3 in every 2 tous hour 


, Ke. 
8.0 N 3 


TREPHON 8. Exfhion; wird wen. 
With all things elſe to pleaſe; 
He nothing wants but love and ride, 
To ruin hearts with caſe : 
But he is flint; and bears the art 
To kindle foft deſire; Nr A A 
His pow 'r inflames angrher's heart 4 
Let never feels the fire 
Tet da ir; Ges + $ 


2 15 oes m ſoul perples perplex, | E) 
his charms recall, 8 
Te _ he ſhould deſpiſe the * 
Or, what's worſe, — them all. 
My wearied heart, like Noah's n 111 
In vain may ſeek for reſt; | 2 
Finding no place to fix its love, . 
Returns into my bteaſt © 
8 &e : 


| © Oc: * . 
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